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THE SAVAGE OP AVEYRON. 



TwAs in the mazes of a wood. 
The lonely wood of AveyroK, 
1 heard a melancholy tone : — 

It seem'd to freeze my blood ! 
A torrent near was flowing fast. 
And hollow was the midnight blast 
As o^er the leafless woods it past. 

While terror-fraught I stood ! 
O ! mazy woods of Aveyron ! 

O ! wilds of dreary solitude ! 

Amid thy thorny alleys rude 
I thought myself alone ! 

I thought no living thing could be 

So weary of the world as me, — 
While on my winding path the pale moon shone. 

vou II. fi 



2 THE SAVAGE OF AVEYROK. 

Sometimes the tone was loud and sad. 
And sometimes dulcety faint, and slow ; 
And then s^ tone of frantic woe: 

It almost made me road. 
The burthen was " Alone! alone!'* 
And then the heart did feebly groan ;•— ^ 
Then suddenly a cheerful tone 

Proclaimed a spirit glad ! 

! mazy woods of Aveyron! 
O ! wilds of dreary solitude ! 
Amid your thdmy alleys rude 

1 wish'd myself — a traveller alone. 



** Ahne /*' I heard the wild boy say,— 
And swift he climb'd a blasted oak.; 
And there, while morning^s herald woke. 

He watch'd the opening day. 
Yet dark and sunken was his eye. 
Like a lorn maniac's, wild and shy. 
And scowling like a winter sky, 

Without one beaming ray ! 
Then, mazy woods of Aveyron J 

Then, wilds of dreary solitude ! 

Amid thy thorny alleys rude 
I sigh'd to be — a traveller jtlonc. 



THE SAY AGS OF AVKYROV*' 

'^ Aloncy alone /" I heard him diriek, 
'Twas like the shriek of dying man ! 
And then to mutter he begany**— 

But, O! he cmdd not speak I 
I saw him point to-Heav'By and sigh. 
The big drop tfembl'd in his eye ; 
And slowly from the yellow sky, 

I saw the pale robrn break. 
I saw the woods of Aveyrqn, 

Their wilds of dreary solitude : 

I mark'd their thorny alleys nide. 
And wishM to be«-*a traveller alone ! 



His hait was long and black, and he 
From infancy alone had been : 
For since his fifth year he liad seen. 

None mark'd his destiny ! 
No mortal ear had heard his groan, 
For him no beam of Hope had shone : 
While sad he sigh*d — " alone, alone /'' 

Beneath the blasted tree. 
.And then, O ! woods of Aveyron, 

O ! wilds of dreary solitude. 

Amid your thorny alleys rude 
I thought myself a traveller — alone. 



I 

THE SAVAGE OF ATEYRGK; 



And tkow upon the blasted tree 
He carvM three notches, broad and longy 
And all the while he sang a song — - 

Of nature's melody ! 
And though of words he nothing knew^ 
And, though his dulcet tones were few. 
Across the yielding bark he drew^ 

Deep sighing, notches three. 
O ! mazy woods of Aveyron, 

O ! wilds of dreary solitude. 

Amid your thorny alleys rude 
tJpon this BLASTED OAK no sun beam shone ! 



And now he pointed one, two, three j 
Again he shriekM with wild dismay ; 
And now he paced the thorny way. 

Quitting the blasted tree. 
It was a dark December morn, 
The dew was frozen on the thorn : 
But to a wretch so sad, so lorn^ 

All days alike would be ! 
Yet, mazy woods of Aveyron, 

Yet, wilds of dreary solitude. 

Amid your frosty alleys rude 
I wish'd to be — a traveller alone. 



THE SAVAGE OF AVETRON. i 

He followed me along the wood 
To a small grot his hands had made. 
Deep in a black rock's sullen shade, 

Beside a tumbling flood. 
Upon the earth I saw him spread 
.Of wither'd leaves a narrow bed. 
Yellow as gold, and streaked with red, 

They looked like streaks of blood ! 
Puird from the woods of Avsyron, 

And scattered o'er the solitude 

By midnight whirlwinds strong and rude, 
To pillow the scorchM brain that throbbM alone. 



Wild berries w^ere his winter food, 
With them his sallow lip was dy'd ; 
On chesnuts wild he fed beside^ 

SteepM in the foamy flood.' 
ChequerM with scars his breast was seen, 
Wounds streaming fresh with anguish keen, 
And m^ks where other wounds had been 

Torn by the brambles rude. 
Such was the boy of Aveyron, 

The tenant of that solitude. 

Where still, by misery unsubdued. 
He wander'd ninehng winters^ all alone. 



^ 



8 THE lAVAOB OF AVEYMK. 

From HEE the wild boy leam'd <f Ai/mm^^ 
She tried. to say, ngf babe will die/ 
But aogels caught her portiog sigh. 

The BABE her dying tone. 
And from that hour the boy has been 
Lord of the solitary scene, 
Wand'ring the dreary shades between. 

Making his dismal moan ! 
Till, mazy woods of Ateyeomt, 

Dark wilds of dreary solitude. 

Amid your thorny alleys rude 
I thought myself alone. 

And could a wretch more wretched be, 

More wild, or fancy-fi^aught than he. 
Whose melancholy tale would pierce an heart 

OF STOHE* 



TliefoUowiiig little PMnt m wnttwi titer te liodtl of th«OI4 
£ngliBh Ballads, and are inscribed to tfaoie who admire the ui* 
plictty of that kind of TersiliGatioii. 



sot RAYMOND OF THE CASTLEi 

A TAtl» 



Near Glaris, on a mountain's side, 

Beneath a shad'wy wood. 
With waUs of ivy compass'd round. 

An ancient Castle stood. 

By allreverM, by all adorM, 
There dwelt a wealthy dame ; 

One peerless daughter blessM her age, 
A maid of spotless fame* 



10 SIR RAYMOND 0> THE CA8TL£« 

While one fair son, a gallant boy, 
Whose VIRTUE was his shield. 

Led on the dauntless sous of war. 
Amidst the crimson'd field : 



/ I 
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For o'er the land dissension reign'd' - 

Full many a direful year, 
And many a heart's best blood had stained 

The proud oppressor's spear. 

Young Ella's charms had spread her fame 

0*er all the country wide ; 
And youths of high jdescei^t and brave 

Had sought her for their bride. 

To win her love Sir Raymond came, 

Sprung from a princely race ; 
Right valiant in each warlike-art. 

And blest with ev'ry ^race. 

In tournaments renownM afar. 

For manly feats admir'd ; 
His brilliant fame, his bold exploits, 

The damsel's bosom fir*d. 



SIR RikYMOND Of THE CASTLX. 11 

Her blushing cheeky her down^casteye^ 

Her secret flame coi^ssfd.; 
The gallant Raymokjd's circling arm 

The beauteous £lla pressed* 

From her fond mother's doating eyes 

The radiant gem he bore; 
The weeping Hudds and village swains 

Beheld her charms no more. 



Where the swift billdws of the Rhin£ 
Their shining curls disclose, 

With many a gilded turret crown'd, 
His splendid Palace rose. 

The festive scene faiid soarce began. 
When near the Casde wall 

A messenger of Warlike miien 
On Raymond's name did call. 



" Come forth, thou valiant Knight," he said, 

** Thy prowess quickly show. 
With speed prepare thy lance and shield 

To meet the dauntless foe : 



12 SIR RAYMOND OF THE CASTIE* 

^* Tbe blood of many a noble Swiss 
Doth stain the. country round, 

And many a brave aspiring youth 
Lies vanquished on the ground. 

^^ The daring Chief, whose shiniog spe^ 

With purple gore 13 dy*d. 
Oh ! dii-eful news, prepare to meet 

The brother op thy bride." 



Enrag'd, the haughty Raymond cried, 
^^ Base wretch, receive thy doom ! 

For thy bold err^n4 thou shfilt die 
Within a dungeon's gloom." 

Speechless the p^ournful EhtA stood. 
Despair her heart did wound. 

When from the echoing tow'r she heard 
The trumpet's dreadful sound. 

Her eold wan cheek, her quiv'ring lip, 
Bespoke her soul's deep woe, 

From her blue eye the crystal drop 
Jn silent grief did flo^r. 



SIR RAYMOND OF THS CASTLE. IS 

*^ For shame! shake off those woman's tears/* 

The frowning bridegroom criedy 
*' And knoW) Sir Raymond's warlike breast 

Disdains a timid bride. 



4€ 



In vain you weep, ignoble dame; 
Behold yon neighing steed ; 
My soldiers wait, my bosom bums 
To CONQUER or to bleed/' 

f*orth went the Knight : — the frantic bride 

To the high rampart flew ; 
With trembling heart she climb'd the wall^ 

Th* embattled plain to view. 

On either side^ by turns she thought 
Proud vict'ry grac'd the field ; 

Till vanquished by her brother^s sword^. 
She saw her HusbAND yield .^ 

For refuge to his Castle gate 

The bleeding warrior flew ; 
And from the battlements on high 

His daring gauntlet direw. 



14 sm R AVMOKD or THE ' CASTLE. 

Three days from daum to setthig suh 

The hardy soldiers stood> 
'Till faint with toil, by &mine press'd,. 

They saw their chief sabdu'd« 

'' Oh ! haste ray page>'' Sir RAYMoim said, 

** The captive youth set free, 
And bid him to the conquVor^s feet 

This message bear from me. 

'^ Treasures immense of Uikssy gold. 

Rich gems and jewels l^re, 
As ransom will I freeljr give, 

If he our lives will spare. 

*^ If he consents, let garlands green 

Thy peaceful brows adbm ; 
If hostile yet, beneath our walls, 

Thrice sound thybugle-horn.'* 



Gaily he passed the outward gate ; 

But sadly he returned ; 
His bugle-horn he sounded thrice, 

No wreath his brows adorn'd. 



MR MVMPJfP or r&S, CASTLE.' 15 

^' Thy gold/' hecried, " the.conquVorBCornsj 
He claims thy forfeit life, -. 

Thy precious gems, and jewels rare j 
He gives thy beauteous wife* - .. 

4 • 



*' Your lands aile fif^, your soldiers itoo, 
And for young Ell A^s sake. 

To prove his truth, the genVous chief 
This solemn vow did make < 

*« That wha^tsoe'er she holds most dear^ 
At morrow's dawn of day, . . 

Her pages to $ome distant place 
May safely bear a^^'ay.'* , 

At dawn of light fair Ella cam^i 

Fresh as the ro^ of May ; 
Sir Raymond iix a chest of gold 

Her pages bore away ! 

She pass'd the gate with throbbing heart, 

She passed the ranks among ; 
The praises of her peerless charms 

Fell fast from ev'ry tongue. 



16 SIR BAYMOKD OP THE CAStL£. 

" Halt, halt!" they cried, ** right noble dame, 

'Tis fit we should behold 
Whether thy coffer ought contains 

But gems and massy gold.'* 

^' O stay me not, ye gallant youths, 

For soon it shall appear 
This burnishM coffer doth contain 

jiU that I hold most dear* / 



«* Take heed, my Brother, ah, take heed, 

Nor break thy sacred word ; 
Nor let thy kinsman's blood degrade 

The glories of thy sword f" 

The Hero smil'd — fair Ella's cheek 

Glow*d with vermihon dye ; 
Fear chill'd her heart, the starting tear 

Stood trembling in her eye. 



SIR X.AVMOND OP THE CASTLE. 17 



Sobdu'd, abash'd^ her brother flew 
And snatch'd her to his breast. 

Then with an angePs pityiog voice. 
The yanquish'd chief address'd : 



'' Come forth, Sia Raymond, valiant knight, 

Behold thy pe^less wife ; 
Receive thy sword, and from her hand 

Accept thy forfeit life. 



'' Here shall the bloody contest end. 

Let peace o'erspread the land ; 
More homage than the conqueror* s sword 
Can beauty's ti;ars command !** 



VOL. II. 
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DONALD ADD MART' 



r 



Ok Scotia^s Hills a gentle Maidy 

The fairest of the rustic throngs 
When round the glitt'ring Moon-beams play'd. 

Oft pour'd her sad and plaintive song : 
Her eye was dimm'd with Sorrow's tean^. 

Which from their azure fountain, roll'd ; 
Her throbbing heart, was fraught with f<^ai^ t 

Pale was her cheek, and deadly cold ! 

By Friends forgot, by Foes oppressed, 

By Fortune's chilling frown subdu'd. 
Fierce Frenzy hover'd o'er her breast. 

And withered Grief her steps pursu'd : 
But, ah ! more fatal e'en than those; 

The worst of pangs 'twas hers to share ; 
While Envy, smiling, mock'd her woes— 

For Envy feeds on human care* 



DOKAU) AKD MARY. 19 

A gallant Youth^ of Scottish birth, 

Had wooM and won the gentle maid ; 
Not all the treasurM gems of earth 

Like Donald's music could persuade ; 
Kpt all that Ii^'dia's shores supply. 

Or all the wealth of BRiTAtrTs Isle, 
Could charm like Donald's speaking eye# 

Or win the soul like Donald^s smile. 

But Glory, lifting high her crest, 

His glowing fancy lur'd to arms ; 
Fame filled his young and panting breast—-* 

He lefit his Mary!s world of charms. 
Ill-fated Doif ALD fought and bled ! 

The green sod veil'd his manly form. 
While round his dark and clay-cold bed 

Bleak blew the wild and wint'ry storm* 

No marble trophies deck'd the spot, 

To ask the pensive trav'ler's sigh ; 
No verse to tell his hapless lot. 

Or bid the valiant learn to die. 
But there the Snow-drop, meek and pale, 

With Morning's tears would oft* o'erflow ; 
And there the Bird of Sorrow^s tale 

Repeated Mary's tender woe. 



iO DONAtiy AND MARY, 

" Ah ! who hds seen my gallant Boy*^ 

In martial trim, and rich array ? 
Ah ! who has heard my only joy 

Sing to yon Moon his roundelay ? 
His laurel shines in yonder sky, 

The brightest of the starry train ; 
Though in the grave his beauties lie. 

All crimsoned o'er with many a staim 

I 

" Ah ! have you seen my Donald brave, 

Enthron'd on yonder passing cioud ? 
Or glidirfg o'er yon whitening wave, 

Or chaunting, 'midst the tempest loud? 
Now, o'er yon hill the day-star peeps, 

The merry birds awake fo glee ; 
Low in the grave my Donald sleeps. 

Nor heiars their song, nor thinks of me ! 



*' Give me his sword, of mickle fame. 

And give me too, his bonnet gay ^ 
On the green-turf to carve his name. 

And decorate his hallow'd clay. 
Ye costly graves, where Monarchs lie. 

With Crowns and Sceptres, won by birth ; 
Vainly your glitt'ring baubles vie 

\ykh Donald's Sword, and Donald's Worth i*' 



S90KALD AND MART. SI 

By weeping Evening's fading light, 

Far o'er the thistled heath she stray'd. 
Till, lost amidst the frowns of night, 

The cold blast chiU'd the beauteous maid : 
Along the dreary^ desart gloom 

Her mournful song was heard to glide ; 
*^ With joy," she said^ f^ I meet my doom !'* 

Then sigh'dber Donau>'s i^o— and dibp ! 



« 



LLWHEN AND GWYNETH*, 



WRXTTBN IN TBB TIAH 1782. 



* fTHEN will my troubled soul have rest ? " 

The blue-eyed Llwhen cried ; 
As thro' the murky shade of night 

With frantic step she hied. 

*' When shall those eyes my Gwyneth*s fece. 

My GwYNEtH's form survey ? 
Wheu shall those longing eyes again 

Behold the dawn of day ? 



* From Mr. Jehn WiUtaou'ft prose translation of a latelj dis- 
covered Welsh Foem« preseired in the Collection of Arthur Pricc^ 
Esq. It is supposed to have been written by Tateisin^ in Ben Ba- 
tridd> A« D. 534, 






LLWriEN A Nl> tfWVUETtt. 2S 

<< Cold are the d^ws thilt wet my cheek, 
The night-mist damps' the ground ; 

Appalling echoes' strike inineear. 
And spectres gl&m around. 

'* The vivid llghthitig's transient rays 

Around my teinptes play ; 
'Tis all the light my fkte affords 

To mark my thorny way. 

'^ From the black mountain's awful height, 

Where LlathrytA's turrets rise. 
The dark owl screams a direful song, 

And warns tne as she flies. 



" The chilling hiasft, the whistling winds, 
The mould'ring ramparUt shake ; 

The hungry tenantsof the wood 
Their cavern'd* haunts forsake. 



^' My trembling limbs, uhus'dto stray 

Beyond a father's door. 
Full many a mile have journeyed forth. 

Each footstep mark'd with gore. . . 



34 LI.WHBN AND GWYKETB^ 

^< No costly sandals deck my feet. 

By thorns and briars torn ; 
The cold rain chills my rosy cheek,i 

Whose freshness sham'd the morn* 

'< Slow steals the Ufe-stream at my heart. 
Dark clouds o'ershade my eyes ; 

Foreboding sorrow tells my soul 
My captive Hero dies. 

•^ Yet if one gentle ray of hope 

€an sooth the soul to rest. 
Oh ! may it pierce yoq flinty tow'r> 

And warm my Gwyneth's brefust. 

<* And if soft pity's tearful eye 

A Tyrant's heart can move. 
Ill-fated Llwhen yet may live 

To clasp her v^quished Loye. 

^' And tho' stem war with bonds of steel 
His gracefuLform shall bind, 

No earthly spell has pow'r to hold 
The freedom of his piind. 



IXWHXlf AND CWTMBTH. 9S 

** And tbo' his warm and gallant heart 

Now yields to fate's decree, 
Its feelings spurn the base constraint. 

And Qj to LOVE and me ! 

« Then, Ban WORTH*, Lion of the field ! 

O, bear a maiden plead ; 
Sheath not thy sword in Gwyneth's breast, 

Or too, let Llwhen bleed ! 

*« To valiant feats of arms renown'd 

Shall earthly praise be giv'n ; 
JSut deeds of mercy, mighty Chief, 

Are registered in Heav'n ! 

o 

" The minstrels' song of praise shall fill 

The Palace of thy foe ; 
While down the joyful LtwHEN's cheelc 

The grateful tear shall flow. 

" And sure the tear that Virtue sheds 

Some rapture can impart ; 
What gem can deck a victor's throne 

Like incense from the heart ?*' 



* Baxwortm is supposed to have been llie Lord of the firight 
pasUc 



^ 



$S LCWHEN AND OWYNETH; 

Now the grey Mbming^s silv'ry light, 
Dawn'd in the eastern «kies. 

When at the Iqity httice grate 
Her Lover's form she -spies. 



** He lives !'* Ae cried, " My Gwyheth lives ! 

Youth of the crimson shield ! 
The gr^eful Hero of my heart, 

The glory of the field ! 

^* Come down, my soul's delight !" she said, 

** Thy blue-eyed Llwhen see; " 
Yrganvy's Daughter, thy true Love, 

Who only breathes for thee : 



" Then haste thee from thy prison house, 

Ere yet the Foe doth rise ! 
Oh ! haste ere yet the Morning Sun 

Doth flame along the skies. 

•* Ah, speak ! my heart is chill'd with fcar^ 

My faidt'ring voice doth fail ; 
Why are thy darling eyes so dim, 

Tky cheeks so deathly pale ? " 



filiWHSN AK0 OWVNBTH. 27 

^^ I am THtY Gwxhbth's GRbsr, Mreelmaid^ 

Avoid the madd'ning sight ; 
Those eyes that doatedon thy et^tms 

Are clos'd in endless night. 

^* This loyal heart, ^kichlicat'forthee^ 

Is rent with many a woand ; 
Cleft is my shield} my glitt'rmg spear 

Lies broke on Monia's ground. 

^* My bones' the eagleJiath eemvay'd 

To feed her rav'nous brodd ; 
The black-brow'd ^BAKWoRTH^s-sairage hand 

Hath spilt my purple blood* 

<^ Then hie theeihotkoe^'ilU&ted'ipaid, 
Ere greater woes betide, j 

To where T^jari'** &Wm sireams - 
Along the Tallies glide. ' 

" Thea?e, where the modest.PRiMROSE blooms. 

Pale as thy lover's shade, 
My mangled relict «hait! tbouiiiid 

Upon the green tuif laid. 

* At the Waters of Tsitx the hero fell. 



2S: LLWHEN A|TD GWYNWH- 

*' Then hie thee hence, with holy hands 

Build up a sacred shrine. 
And oh ! chaste maid, thy £uth to prov«. 

Unite thy dust with mine !" 

Ah ! have yod seen a mother*s joy 

In cherub sweetness dress'd, 
Seiz'd by th^ numbing hand of death. 

Expiring at her breast ? 

Or the fond maid, whom morrow's dawa 

Had hail'd a wedded fair, 
Doom'd to behold her lover's corse . 

Scorch'd by the lightning's glare ? 

So stood thp hopeless, frantic maid, 

Yrganvy's graceful child. 
Cold was her cheek, her dove-like eyes 

Fix'd in amazement wild [ 

<^ Tl^is panting heart," at length she cried, 

*^ A sharper pang dpth feel 
Than thine, brave youth, when rent in twaiti 

By Banworth's poisQn'd steel. 
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^f No more these sad and weeping eyes 

My father*8 house shall see ; 
To airy halls, from Mona's hill, 

I Iiaste to follow thee. 

*' Beside thy tomb the Chieftaih^s tear 

Shall join the foamy surge ; 
Aod oft upon the desert heath 

The Druid cliaunt thy dirge. 

** The weary Traveller, faint and sad, 

Shall stay his steps awhile ; 
The memory of his own hard fate 

Thy story shall beguile, 

'* There, wet with many a holy tear. 

The sweetest buds shall blow. 
There Llwhen's ghost shall mark the shrine, 

A monument of woe !" 

Thrice did he ope the lattice grate, 

And thrice he bade adieu ; 
When, lo ! to join the parting shade, 

The maiden's spirit f:LEw ! 



w 



ANSELMO> 
THE HERNfir OF THE ALPS. 



AVhere, mingling with Helvetia's skies^ 

The snow-clad mountains glitt'ring rise } 
Far from the din of busy life, 
From specious fraud, and envious strife 5 
From trivial joys, and empty show. 
And all the taunting tribes of woie ; 
Deep in a forest's silent shade, 
For holy Meditation made, 
Anselmo liv'd ! — his humble shed 
Rear'd, 'midst the gloom, itis rushy head« 
Full many a flow'r, of loveliest hue. 
Around his mossy threshold grew : 
His little vineyard food supply'd. 
His healthful cup the rippling tide ; 
The wood his tranquil bow*r of noon, 
His midnight lamp the silv'ry moon ; 
His simple garb and modest mien. 
The emblems of the soul withia. 
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Lost to the world, by all forgot. 

No envious fiend assaiPdfais cot ; 

His matin prayV^ bis ev^niog song, 

Proclaim'd a conscience Void of \vrong ; 

While, with a pure and feeling mii^d. 

He wept the woes, of hunian kind. 

For when the young Anselmo try*d 

The paths of luxury and pride, 

He found ip evefy gaudy scene 

Light Vanity, with wanton mien, 

And base Self-Iiiterejst, grov'ling guest^ 
And Envy with deep-wounded breast. 
And Pow'r that spurnM the hapless race, 
And Splendour gilding o'er disgrace ; 
And bold Oppression's pond'rous chain^ 
To load the groaning Sons of Pain ! 

Anselmo^s heart, with virtue storM, 
Disgusted every path explor'd ; 
For still in each a thorn he found. 
Whose hidden point was sure to wound : 
Friends murd'ring with a specious smile, 
And kindred bosoms fraught with guile ; 
And reptiles who, in baseness bold, 
Unblushing bartered love for gold I 
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Blest might bave been his lot dbscure! 
What cannot patient Woi'th endure ? 
Buty ah ! within his feeling heart, 
Long-cherish'd Passion fix'd its daft^ 
Andy braving Reason's pow'rful aid. 
Had bid his cheeks bright crimson fade^ 
With every mental joy at strife. 
Its poisons dash'd the sweets of life i 
Brought Discontent, and all her train^ 
To wring his soul with ceaseless pain, 
Each morn with clouds to cross his way, 
To haunt his path at sinking day ; 
And when his midnight couch he press'd, 
With weedy mischiefs sting his breast* 

Despairing, lost, perplex'd to find 
No balm to heal his tortur'd mind ; 
At early dawn, at twilight's close. 
Still wounding thought deny'd repose. 
In vain, to quit the maid ador'd^ 
Anselmo solitude explored : 
For e'en amidst the glooms around 
Her peerless beauty still he found. 
In every rose her blushing cheek 
Seem'd with resistless grace to speak; 
The lily fair, in perfumes drest, 
Pourtray'd her spotless fragrant breast ; 
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The strieam, reflecting back the sky, » 

Brought to his mind her azure eye ; 
The sun, in amber lustre roU'd, 
GlowM like. her locks of silky gold ; 
The lonely turtle's plaintive moan 
Recaird her song's celestial tone ; 
And ev'ry dew-drop, trembling near. 
Gave to his soul— Aer parting tear I 

Oh ! fatal hour, when friends severe 
Beheld unmov'd that parting tear, 
When, yanquish'd by the sordid crew, 
Akselmo bade the world adieu ; 
When, bow*d to rigid duty's sway. 
He saw his fairest hopes decay. 
His short-liv'd visions of ddight 
O'erwhelm'd, and lost in endless night. 

Once more in search of peace to roam, 
Ansel MO left his hermit's home : 
For three long years had bid him prove 
That absence. cannot conquer love ; 
That in the breast where passion burns, 
Each i^erve officious reason spurns ; 
Though in the gulph of mis'ry cast, 
It loves to popder on the past ; 
WhiteMetn'ry, with a keener sense. 
Still paints the eye's soft eloquence, 
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Still marks thfi blush of £eeling meek, 
Still whispers more than words can speak^ 
Still bids tumultuous tbr(ri)bings prove 
That language was not made for lome] 
Still Fancy cheats the wounded breast^ 
With momentary raptuies Uest ; 
And, e'en when Hope denies relid^, 
Reflection feeds the source of grief. 

** Perish the thought!" Anselmo cry'd, 
** That heartSj by mutual vows allyM, 
Should passive crouch to tyrant pow'r, 
And darkening youth's effulgent hour, 
Sink in oblivion's whelming tide. 
The victims of insatiate pride I 

" Perish the thought, that genuine fires 
Shotld fading yield to low desires ; 
That those who cannot, dare not, prove 
The sweet vicissitudes of love. 
Should by the spells of paltry gold 
The Child of Worth in thraldom hold, 
And, dead'ning all the thrills of soul. 
Bend Nature to their stern controul. 

*^ Shall man o'er man a tyrant prove, 
And Fortune guide the shafts of Love ? 
Shall those, by Heav'n*s own influence join 'd, 
By feeling, sympathy, and mind, 
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The satacd voice of troth deny. 

And mock the mandate of the sky ? 

Shall the proud breast, ivkh mtfie stor'd^ 

Bow like the vassa] to his lard. 

And, prodigal of life's short day^ 

In base submission &de away i 

Then sink unpilied to the ^are, 

A wretch abhor'd ! — a wiluko slave V* 

Rous'd from his dream, the hermit sought 
The scene once iftore, with mis'ry fraught ; 
Clad in a pilgrim'^s mean array, 
From morn's approach till parting day 
The toilsome thorny path he trod. 
No guide but Hope^-^— no friend but God ! 
And when the shades of night overspread 
The misty mountain's breezy head. 
Exhausted, on earth's humid breast. 
He kiss'd his cross, and sunk to rest. 

At length, his weary weeping eyes 
With joy beheld the day-star rise : 
For morning gave his raptur'd sight 
The long-lost scene of fond delight. 
Where gentle Rosa, peerless maid ! 
Once like a sun illum'd the sb^de ; 
Or, as the jewel gilds the mine. 
Bade dazzling lustre roand her shine. 
2 
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How throbb'd Anselmo's heart, when near^ 
The well-known vespers hail'd his ear ! 
How did he watch declining day^ 
How pant to greet its parting ray ! 
For welcome to the lover's sight 
Appear the murky shades of night ; 
And sacred every haunt must prove, 
That hides the timid blush of love. 



Now Hope inspirM his bleeding breast — 
Now Fear each thrilling joy suppress'd,-^ 
While to his Rosa's proud abode 
Forlorn Anselmo sought the road, 
And near her lofty window crept. 
When all her sordid kindred slept ; 
While the chaste moon, with pitying light, 
Stole veil'd across the dome of night, 
And ev'ry zephyr, wand'ring near, 
Kiss'd from his cheek a sacred tear. 



<« Come, Rosa fair!" the Hermit said, 
'< Bright star of beauty, chear the shade I 
Anselmo calls !— ere rising day 
Exulting spreads its envious ray. 
Beam comfort on my dark despair^ 
Light of my life, my Rosa fair !'' 



AK8ELMO. S7 

Yet all vr9S silent, all was drear, 
Anselmo's soul was chill'd with fear ? 
The sun rush'd forth, his beamy gold 
Around the misty mountain roU'd : 
The landscape glow'd with colours gay. 
New gilded by the eastern ray ; 
While ev'ry blossom trembling near 
Dropp'd from its leaves a chrystal tear. 
And seem'd, by sympathy, to show 
That Nature weeps a lover's woe 1 



Fear bade Anselmo's feet depart, 
While anguish wrung his burning heart ; 
With devious step he sought the wood. 
Where, ivy-crown'd, a convent stood ; 
Where many a young and noble maid, 
Like a fair flowret doom'd to fade. 
In Superstition's mournful gloom, 
A weeping angel — grac'd a tomb ! 
Anselmo now, with throbbing breast, 
Approach'd the shrine of fancied rest : 
With trembling touch the latch he rais'd. 
Then, kneeling; cross'd his brow, and prais'd ! 
The gate on creaking hinges mov'd, 
And loud his daring hand reprov'd. 
While through the cloister drea^ he pass'd. 
Cold blew the whistling northern blast ; 
3 
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The turrets tottViog o*er his he&d. 
Shook his fomft sool with co^acious dread ; 
Till by the t^^r's quivering ray 
To the long aisle he beat Im way. 
Where, ghaimtiiig o'er a sable bier,. 
Begem'd with m^y a holy tear. 
The white-rob*d yirgin&ijieding paid 
Sad tribute^to a sister's shade 1 

Anselmo's gjaib, anddowocast look, 
A Pilgrim's penitence bespoke ! 
Though sorrow mark'd his manly face, 
His eye retained celestial grace; 

A welcome guest, he join'd the throng. 
The sacred Htes, the Hear'nly song f 
Till bending o'er the fun'ral bed. 
The consecrated oil to shed. 
He started back in wild amaze, 
Death-wounded by the fatal gaze f 
For there his darlivg maid he found, ' 
And, madd'ning at the sight, feB lifeless T5 

THE GROUND ! 
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Gliding o'er the moonlight heath, 
Mark the shadVy tribes of Death! 
Hark ! their airy Toioes say, 
*< Haste thee, Mortal t baste away ! 



^^ While our clashing halberts bright 
Glisten by the lamp of night; 
While our hosts, in hostile pride> 
0*er the thistled desart glide i 

*' Soon shall turbid clouds absorb 
Spectred midnight^s paly Orb! 
Soon shall Horror grasp its ray : — . 
Wand ring Mortal, haste away ! 



40 BOSWOKTH FIELD. 

** Chilly blows the northern blast ; 
Deadly dews are rising fast ; 
Quit, oh 1 quit this haunted heathy 
Sacred to the tribes of Death ! 

** Screech-owls warn thee of thy fate^ 
Fly thee, ere it be too late ! . 
All is sad, and all is drear, 
Wherefore, mortal, wander here?** 

All is silent !->r-yon blacis cloud 
Soon the waning Moon will shroud : 
All is dark ! — the moaning wind 
Turbid vapours haste to bind. 

» 

Now the severing skies again 
Chear with light the spangled plain ; 
Now low murmurs sadly say, 
** Stay thee, gentle \frand'rer, stay,** 

What art thou, slow gliding by. 
With snowy robe, and glaring eye f 
Quickly fleeting shadow, say 
Whither wouldstthou b^nd thy way I 



BOSWOftTH FIBLD« 41 

Why invite my steps along 
To yon pale and warlike throng ? 
Wherefore wave thy lily hand, 
Beck'ning back the ghastly band ? 

'^ Stranger, hear my mournful strain, 
Ere the day-sstar gilds the plain ; 
Ere the rosy beams of light 
Bid me fade from mortal sight ! 

. ** This is Bosworth's fatal field, - 
Ploughed with many a shattei*'d shield ! 
This is BoswoRTrfs silent grave 
Of chieftains bold, and bowmen brave ! 

** Here the flow'r of England's pride, 
Wading through a purple tide, 
Forc'd the ranks the tyrant led 
O'er the heaps of mighty dead ! 

*' While, amidst a sea of blood, 
Norfolk*! Oxford*! Pembroke*! stood; 
£iKSLAND*s bane, and England's boast, 
Rush'd to arms, — a dauntless host ! 



* The Duke of Norfolk, Earl of Oxford, and Earl of Pembroke. 
Tkt former was slain at the Battle of Bosworth. 
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*' Yonder valiant RictiMoirD'ft breast 
Onward to the tjrant pressed! 
Yonder^ mad with many a Tvoiiod> 
Hellish RiCHABD gnawed the ground! ' 

^' See hi» ftmlcbion deep «nbu^d 
With valiant Brakdoi/s* vital blood ; 
See its crimsoned fragments glare 
Hideous through the stagnant air ! 

** Start not , Mortal ! — Hf ar my tale : 
See my cheel^ so deadly pale, 
Once the fairest freshest flow'r, 
Plac'd by Heav'n in LEiCESTER'st bow'r* 

^^ Peerless BERtHA was my name, 
First in beauty, first in fame ! 
Gallant Hubert was my pride: 
Hubert fell^ and Bertha died ! 



* Sir WiUkm Brandon, 5tandard<«beBrer ta th6 Earl of Richmond, 
a gallant knight, stain by the hand of the tyrant Bicherdy aH Ae 
Pattle of Bosworth. 

* Leicester is the nearest town to Bosworth Field. 
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^* Ermin'd robe mi timvfd yesf 
Never more shall wrap this breast ; 
Now my death-bed tfappinga view. 
Pale and gem*d with frozen dew ! 

'^ Perfect was my Hubert's mind. 
Trained to arms, by lave refin'd I 
Speaking was his ha^le eye. 
Smooth his cheek, of ruddy dye. 

'* Raven black his glossy hair, 
ShadiQg o'er his forehead feir : 
Night's impervious ciurtains so 
Veil the mountain's spotless snow ! 

«* Onward rush'd his palfry white, 
Deck'd with silver bosses bright ; 
Bosses, doom'd theic rays to shed 
O'er my Hubert's funeral bed! 

<< O'er his golden helmet gay 
Gaudy plumage fann'd the day : 
Hapless plumes ! ye wave no more, 
Hubert's crest is drench'd in gore i 
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<< When the battle's fierce alarms 
Lui'd my hero from my arms, , 
Who my parting throb can tell ? 
Who, but those that love as well ? 

** But, when o'er the tented heath 
Horror wing'd the lance of Death ; 
When my gallant Hubert fell, 
None, alas ! my woes can tell. 

** Thi-ee short moons beheld me rave 
O'er my mangled lover's grave ! 
Countless moons shall see my ghost 
Hov'ring near yon shad'wy tost ! 

'* Nightly will I glide along 
Near the vast terrific tlirong ! 
Nightly shall my mournful strain 
Echo o'er this haunted plain ! 

" For, perchance, amidst the throng 
Hubert's shade shall catch the song ; 
Though a sttain of rending woe, 
Hubert Bertba's strain will know ! 



,-f 
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^' Then, my love again may joia 
Tender sighs and plaints to mine ; 
Or to some more peaceful shore 
We may ]glide, to part no more! 

*^ See, the ydlow dawn s^ppears! 
Gentle wand'rer, check thy tears : 
See, my shadow shuns the day! 
Haste thee, mortal, haste awav !'* 
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THE DOUBLET OF GRCY. 



Sfce 



Beneath the tall turrets that nod o'er the dell, 
A dark forest now blackens the mound ; 

Where often, at dawn-light, the deep-sounding 
bell 

Tolls sadly and solemn a soul-parting knell, 
While the ruin re-eclioes the sound. 

Yet long has the castle been left to decay, 
For its ramparts are skirted with thorn ; 
And no one by moonlight will venture that way. 
Lest they meet the poor maid, in her doublet bf 

grey, 
As she wanders, all pale and forlorn ! 

" And why should she wander ? O tell me, I pray. 

And, oh! why does she wander alone ?" 
Beneath the dark ivy, now left to decay. 
With no shroud, but a coarse simple doublet o( 

grey. 
Lies her bosom as cold as a stone. 
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Tioie was whea no form was so fipesh^ or so Dsdr, 

Of so comely, wbeti richly «rray'<i : 
Slie was tall^ and the jewels, that hlaz'd in her Imt ' 
Cbuld iko more with her eye's living htstoe com^ 
pare. 
Than a rose with the cheek of the maid. 

She lov'd ! — but the youth, who bad vanquish'd 
her hearty 

Was the heir of a peasant's bard toil ; 
For no treasure had he : yet, a stranger toart^ 
He would oft by a look to the damsel impart 

What the damsel receiv'd with a smile, 

Wheiie'er to the wake or the chace she would go. 

The young Theodore loiter'd that way j 
Did the sun-beams of summer invitingly glow, 
Or across the bleak common the winter winds bk)w^ 
Still he watch'd till the closing of day. 

Her parents so wealthy, her kindred so proud^ 

H^ard the story of love with dismay ; 
They ravM, and they storm'd, by the Virgin thejf ^ 

vow'd, 
That, before they would see her so wed(|ed, a 
shroud 
Should be Madeline's bridal array. ^ 
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One nighty it was winteti all dreary and cold. 
And the moon-beams shone paly and clear ; 
When she open'd her lattice, in hopes to behold 
Her Theodore's form, when the turret-bell tolFdn 
And the blood in her heart froze with fear. 



Near the green-mantled moat her stem father she 
spied. 

And a grave he was making with speed ; 
The light, which all silvered the castle's strong side. 
Displayed his wild gestures, while madly he cry'd^ — 

<* Cursed caitiff! thy bosom shall bleed !*' 

Distracted, forlorn, from the castle of pride. 

She escap*d at the next close of day : 
Her soft blushing cheek with dark berries all dy'd. 
With a spear on her shoulder, a sword by her side, 
And her form in a doublet of grey* 

8be travers'd the courts, not a vassal was seen, 
Through tlie gate, hung with ivy, she flew : 
The sky was unclouded, the air was serene. 
The moon shot its rays, the long vistas between. 
And- her doublet was spangled ^'ith dew. 



i 
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O'er the cold breezy downs to the hamlet she hied^ 

Where the cottage of Theodore stood ; 
For its low roof of rushes she oft had descried, 
When she drank of the brook that foani'd wild by 
its side. 
While the keen hunters travers'd the wood. 

The sky on a sudden grew dark, and the wind. 

With a deep sullen murmur, rush'd by } 
She wander 'd about, but no path could she find| 
While horrors on horrors encompassM her mind 
When shq found that no shelter was nigh. 

And now, on the dry wither'd fern, she couM hear 

The hoofs of swift horses rebound ; 
She stopp'd and §he listened, she trembled with fear. 
When a voice most prophetic and sad met herear> 
And she shudder'd ofid shrunk at the sound. . . 

** *Tis here we will wait," cry'd the horseman ; 

** for see 
How. the moon with black clouds is overspread ; 
No hut yields a shelter, no forest a tree — 
This heath shall young Theodore's bridal-couch 

be, 

And the cold earth shall pillow his head. 

< ' - ... 
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^* Hark ! some one approaches : — now stand lee 
aside, 
We shall know him — for see, the moon's clear ; 
In a doublet of grey he now waits for his bride. 
But, ere dawn-light, the carle shall repent of his 
pride, 
And his pale mangled body rest here.'* 

Again, the moon shrouded in clouds, o*er the plain 

The horsemen were scattered far wide ; 
The night became stormy, the fast falling rain 
Beat hard on her bosom, which dar'd not complain. 
And the torrent rolPd swift by her side. 

Now clashing of swords overwhelmed her with dread. 

While her ear met the deep groan of death ; 
** Yield,yield thee,bold peasant," themurderer said , 
*^ Tt^sturf with thy heart's dearest blood shall be. 
red, , 

And thy bones whiten oyer the heath.^' 

T • • • 

Now' shrieking, despairing, she starts from tbe^ 
ground, 
And her spear, with new strength, she lets go : 
She aim'd it at random, she felt it rebound . 
j^rom the sure hand of Fate, which inflicted the 
wound, ( , 

As it drank the life-blood of her foe. 
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The morning advanced, o*er the pale chilling skies 

Soon the warm rosy tints circled wide ; 
But, oh God ! with what anguish, what terror she 

flies, 
When her father, all coverM with wounds, she 
descries 
With her lover's pale corpse by his side ! 

Half frantic she fell on her parent's cold breast. 
And she batliM her whiie bosom with gore ; 

Then, in anguisir the form of youlig Theodore 
press'd— 

** I will yet be thy bride, in the graye we will' rest,** 
She exclaim'd ; and she suSerM no more. 

Now o*er the wild heath when the winter winds 

• . ' . . . ' "* " * 

ATid the mo6n-silver*d*fern bmnches'wavei 
Pale Theo!dore*s spectre is seeh gliding ?^l6w/^ - 
Atf he calk oh the damseLin accents of 'WoeJ^ 



' » 



TOlthe bell warns him back to his grave. 






And while the d^pisobnd echbfcs over the iifOod, 
Now the villager^ shhtik with dismay ; 

For, as legends declaim, wliere the castle oncestoo5"j 
" ^Midthe ruins, by moonlight, all cover d with blood, 
Shrieks the maid — in her doublet of grey I 
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THE FOSTER-CHILD. 



ty IMITATION or SVEVMEU* 



CJNTO I. 



'Mid Cambria's hills a lowly cottage stood^ 
Circled with mossy tufts^ of sombre green ; 
. A vagrant brook flow'd wildly thro' the wood. 
Flashing in lucid lapse the shades between ; 
And, clothed in mist, a distant hut was seen : 
A village spire above the copse rose white ; 

And oft, when summer clos'dstheday serene^ 
The broad horizon glisten'd golden-bright, 
Beskirted here and there with purple-tinted light* 



THE FOSTER-CHItD. 53 

Close by the river's marge a ruin stands. 

Which time for ages taught to moulder slow ; 

And there, as legends tell, the Druid bands 

ToSnowden's summit rais'dtbedurge of woe^ 

Whene'er the warriors* blood was bade to flow : 

And when the yellow dawn, with weeping eye. 

Above the ivyM battlements 'gan glow, 
From the black tow'rs their fading ghosts would 
cry, 
^ill the wide gates of day fiam'd in the eastern 
sky. 

And there the minstrel's airy harpVould sound. 

In soft vibrations musically sad ; 
And there a stream of light would quiver *round. 
While spectres gleamed, in sbroudy vestments 

clad ; 
And many, hearing their loud shrieks, grew 
mad ! 
And still the little cot was cheerful seen ; 

And the poor foster-mother, smiling, glad 
That pride and pomp had ne^er her portion been. 
But all her nights and days pass'd on in peace 
serene. 
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Sprung from a race obscure, she little koevc 

The ,many snares that lurk in paths of state : 
Sb/s% mountain-cheriah'd with the guileless few, 

Nor fear'cl the cunning nor obey 'd the great ; 

Her bosom trancjuil, and her soul elate I 
She from soft slumbers merrily awoke 

Ere morn with humid fingers opM her gate ; 
And listen'd., cheerful, while the woodman's 

* * * • » - 

sti'oke 
. Leveird the loftiest pine, or cleft the proudest odk. 

« • 

And happy had the foster-mother been, 

Qut that ber wedded mate, was old and pbor ; 
Tho^ as no splendid day^.thc pair had seen, 
They envied not the rich their shining store. 
The costly banquet, nor the marble Boor. 
Pleas'd with her toil, the nursp of lusty Health, 
She found contentment, and she sought no 
more ; 
While Time, which conquers e*en the brave 
by stealth. 
Scattered 'mid Folly's train the miseries of wealth. 
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Full sixty summeri bad old Owen seen» 

And now his hair grew whiter ev'ry day ; 
And he, who once a sturdy hind had been^ 
Now found his strengtli was wasting quick 

away. 
While creeping Palsy shook his feeble clay ; 
And now came Discontent, with pining mien. 

And eager Avarice, which, gossips say. 
Is age's bitter curse ; and so, Iween, 
Old Owen found the hag,* the nurse of envious, 
spleen. 

And now he hobbled through the splashy lane. 
While the night-breeze his weary bones 
would shake ; 
' And now the mountain's summit to attain 

He panted loud, as tho' his heart would 

break. 
And sorely did his limbs begin to ache : 
And when the snow was drifted, or the rain 
Sweird the small rivulet to foaming rage, 
He felt the chilling mist in every vein. 
And, like a wounded d6er, drooped languid o'er 
the plain. 
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And sometimes to the ruin be would Me, 
And there^ upon a mossy fragment, wdkf 

Watching the red blaze of the ev'ning sky,. 
Gilding with flaming gold the roofs of st^e, 
The fretted column, and the trophied gate: 

And thus be ponder*d on the wrecks of Time, 
While o'er his head the bird of gloom would 
cry. 

And all around the black'ning ivy climb. 
Shadowing the sacred Haunts of Solitude sublime. 

And then the varying destiny of Man 

EmployM his thoughts till twilight's veil was 
spread ; 
And much he murmurM at the chequer'd plan, 
And m^ny a tear, repining sore, he shed ; 
And now ip mute reflection bow'd his head. 
With arms enwoven, and with downcast eyes, 

Thg page of human misery he read, 
Where Wealth for Honesty its thralment tries 
While at Oppression's feet the child of Virtue 
dies. 
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Then fancy led him to the battle's rage, 

Where iius^'d Ambition rear'd its sanguine 
crest. 
Where men with men, like tigert, fierce engage, 
The brother's sword against the brothers 

breast : 
And then he rais'd his eyes to heav'n, and 
bless'd ; 
For blood had never stain'd his trembling hand, 
; But holy Innocence, by Pity drest. 

Spurning the pride of insolent command. 
Had nerv'd his shuddering heart to scorn th* 
oppressor's brand. 

Thus did he ruminate ; while many a tale 
Told by the gabbling gossips of the plain. 

O'er his lean cheek diffus'd a deadly pale, 
Bidding him seek his cheerful home again : 

■ « 

Now fancy bade him ken the warrior train 
Winding the mazes of the merry dance. 

With pages silken^clad, and ladies vain, 
And banners thickly pierc'd with many a lance, 
And palfries milky-white, that champing loud did 
prance ; 
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While airy harps, by sainted Druids sinote^ , 
Pour'd the soft cadence from their golden 
strings ; 
And groans of murder*d chieftains seem'd to 
float 
O'er Cambria's tow'ring pride, on Echo's 

wings : 
And now the gushing of a thousand springs^ 
Cali'd forth the elfin tribes, in dewbedight ; 

And now the vaulted arch with clamors rings ; 
And starry eyes, spangling the face of Night, 
Seem*d thro^ the murky gloom to shed translucent 
light. 

Kow Owen, rising from his moss-clad seat, . 
Thro^ the lone forest bent bis silent way ; 
And faint the pulses of his bosom beat. 

Till, peering calm and clear, the moony ray 
Diffused o'er Snowden's summit mimic day ; 
And, while the dry leaves whispered thro* 4be 
wood. 
He mark'd the casement of his hut display 
A long pale stream of light — and swift his blood 
Danced in his shrivelPd veins, like youth's return- 
ing flood. 
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But suddenly a voice was heard to moan^ 

Soft as the sighing of the southern wind ; 
And then a milder and a milder tone : — 

He started^ stopp'd, and trembling looked 

behind. 
Whfit feeble spells can hold the human mind ? 
And now> in tears, before old Owen stood . 

A beauteous ladj ! Qf the loftiest kind 
So did she seem ; but those of loftiest blood -^ 
Live not in noblest deeds, as noblest natures 
should* 



The moony light fell clear upon her vest, 

For whiteness rivalling the stately swan ; 

And yet less snowy than her beating breast^ 

Whose fires the quenching tears fell fast upon ; 

And mournful was her mien, and woe-begone: 

-- Yet her soft eyes might ruffian-rage command, 

^ Tho' her cold cheek and lip were deathly 

wan ; 
For on herheart she laid her trembling hand,; 
And, like a guilty wretch, did faint and feeble 
stand. 
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And now she rush'd the woody brakes among ; 

And now again she'd quit the dim retreat, 
W bile suddenly her nerves grew firm and strong. 
For in her arms she bore a baby sweet, 
Wrapped in a costly robe, with trapping^ 
meet, 
That gfisten'd where the moon's pale lustre fejl ; 

And now she knelt forlorn at Owen's feet, 
While with such rending woes her heart 'gan 
swell 
As only those who feel can ever learn to tell. 

Slow from her breast a purse of gold she drew, 

(Ah, poison fatal to the soul of man !) 
While o'er the world a misty vapour flew ; 
*For Nature shrunk the guilty deed to scan : 
The fount in Owen's bosom chilly ran ; 
The lady sigh'd — the babe his finger press'd— 

The lonely owl its nightly shriek began. 
The ring-dove murmur'd in its le^ify nest. 
While the fell murd'rer's ghost laugh'd in his 
grave unblest. 
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And now the lady spoke, with fauItVing tongue 
** Know'stthou the torrent by the mountain's 
side ? 
There a fantastic crag with wild weeds hung 
Frowns o'er the thunders of the foaming tide ; 
No mortal sounding yet the gulph has tried i'* 
Now Owen shudder'd, for his heart grew cold ; 

And now again the lady sternly cried, — 
'* Down the black rock this baby must be roU'd ! 
Nay^ shrink not from the deed ; be.rich, a^ thou, 
art bold. 

** Waste not in vulgar toil thy feeble age ;. 

Bid Poverty, with all its ills, retire : 
Ought Conscience warfare with the heart to 
wage. 

When all its passions, all its joys, expire ? 

Who shall condemn Ambition's glorious fire t 
Who bid thee linger thro* thy little day 

The slavefof gilded fools ? whose ruthless ire 
Will bend thee to the grave,, a.willing prey, v 
And bid, in envious scorn, thy very name decay. 
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** The soldier sheds, for gold, a brother*s blood ; 

The sons of Rapine revel \^ild in joys ; 
For gold the sailor ploughs the billowy flood ; 
The statesman barters for Ambition's toys : 
And shall vile Misery thy peace annoy? 
Shall threatening Famine pinch thee to the 
heart 
While gold can every scorpion care destroy, 
Pouting its unction sweet on every smart. 
And blunting, ere it falls, Oppression'iS withering 
dart?" 



Atfd now again the babe his finger pressed, 

Imploring silently his fostering care : 
'Twas Nature's el6quence ; it touch'd his breast. 
For Nature's spark was not extinguishM there I 
He to his bosom snatch'd the treasure rare ; 
It nestled fondly : while the lady base 

Rush'd thro' the forest ; and the morning-air, 
* Fanning with fragrant wings the baby's fece , 
O'erspread his dimpled cheek with tints of rosy 
grace. • ^ ' 
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Now to the margin of the rock they came : 
The hunter^s merry horn was heard afar ; 
' The cold dew glittered, while the sunny flame 
RushM unimpeded o'er the morning-star, 
Rolling o^er clouds of gold Day's burning 
car: 
And now the lark its hymn of rapture sung. 

The sheep-bell tinkled, and the deaf ning jar. 
Of tumbling torrents thro* the valley rung, 
'While the young playful kid frisk'd the daiik 
weeds among. 

• 

Now Owen, pacitfg by the bounding Hood, 

With arms extended hdd the fearless child ; 
And soon an icy lanjguor chillfd his blood ; 
' And now his storting eye-balk gazing wild, 
Fix'd on the baby, as it sweetly: smil'd. 
While the rude crag the trembling caitiff trod ; 
When lo ! his wither'd hands, by gold defllM, 
"^Were nnmb'd and palsied like a senseless clod, 
^ Smote by the. chast'ning pow'rof Nat&rj&'s shud-* 
during God ! 
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Now Up the mazes of the dark'ning dell 

The foster-mother^ like a maniac, hied ; 
And bursting sighs her bosom taught to swell^ 
For at the dawn of day her son had died ! 
Her only son — old Owen's lusty pride ! 
But grief to horror tum'd when Owen told 

The story of the lady — who, to hide 
Her guilt and shame, had sought, by ^witching 
gold, 
To have her own dear babe down the black moun- 
tain roird ! 



And ere the setting sun, with vivid ray, 
Gilded the casement of their hovel low, 
She saw the raven cross the foamy way ; 

She heard the screech-owl o*er the mountain 

go; 
While the true sheep-dog howl'd, portending 
woe : 
Now a dim circle round the moon was roUM, 
And now the church*yard elms wav'd to and 
fro. 
While the small death-watch bitter griefs fore- 
told,— 
For Owen's cheek was pale, and Owen's heart 
was cold ! 
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Eight years past on, and still the stripling grew, 

But nothing lovely in his face was seen ; 
His stature low, his brow of swarthy hue, 

And coarse and vulgar was his infant mien ; 

A more unseemly thing scarce liv'd, I ween ; 
Yet in his soul the pure affections shone, 

Meek charity, with modest pride serene ; 
While truth and dauntless courage were his own, 
Tho% wberi he wept, his tear would melt a heart 
of stone. 



The village gossips, Vound the blazing hearth, 

Would talk in wonder of ihe/oster-child ; 
And one would say he was of 'lowly birth. 

While others thought him born of savage wild ; 

And so they many a freezing night hegyil'd : 
Tili, &lling once from an o'erhanging tree. 

Amidst the torrent strong, he fearless smil'd ! 
And then tfaie wrinkled hags with devilish glee, 
Swore ** the undaunted boy some witch*s Wat 
. must be !" 



VOL. II. 



W THt F08TU-CHILD. 

An() oft, upon the brow of mountain-steep, 
As slow the landscape faded from his view. 

With devious steps he wander'd far, to weep, 
(While all around the sultry vapours flew), 
Heedless of with'ring bolt, or drizzly dew : 

And as the giant shadows vanquish'd day. 
Veiling the woodland dell in dusky hue. 

By the small tinkling sheep-bell would he stray. 
And, like to elfin ghost, bemoan the hours away : 



And often, on the mossy bank, alone, 
Strange figures would he draw, and features 
vile ; 
And, building a rude seat of rugged stone, 
Would sit whole hours> and ponder all the 

while; 
Otf talking to himself, would nod and smile ; 
And sometimes by the starry light be^d go 
Where the dank yew a'ertiangs the church- 
yard stale. 
And there, with hemlock, nightshade, mi«letoe, 
Weaving a poison'd wreath^ would chaunt a strain 

of WOOf 
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No wealth had he, no garlaudof renown ; 
^ow pfiss'd the minutes through the livelong 
day, 
Till from the upland mead, or thigtled down, 
He watch'd the sun^s last lustre fade away ; 
And if perchance bis little heart was gay. 
It beat to- hear some merry minstrel's notet 
' Or goat-herd caroling his roundelay 
On craggy cliiFs, while from the linnet's throat 
Full many a winding trill on airy wings did float : 



And when iht wint'ry moan» with crysjtaleye, 

Above the promontory bleak 'gan sail, 
Shrouding her modest brow in amber skyi 
WJbile sbriU the nigbt^broeze whittled o^er the 

vale. 
Oft would be tell some melancholy tale 
To ^ deep lucid stream that wander'd slow. 

Listless 0ttd weary, indolent and pale» 
Hifi hosom swelling high with bitter woe. 
Which none but luckless wight with twder heart 
can know. 
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And oft to others' plaints would be givebeed:— 

For all that griev'd, his bosom learn'd to sigh : 

He could not see the fleecy victim bleed, 

Nor snare the free-born tenant of the ^y. 

Nor lesser wight be teazed when he stood by ; 

For brute oppression rouz'd his little r^e ; 

- In combat fierce the younker to defy 
He would, with breathless ire, his limbs engage. 
While neither threats nor pain his anger could 



With ebon locks unkempt, and mean attire, 

A mountain weather-beaten wight was he : — 

And passing meek ; save when resentful ire 

Bade from his glance the living lightning flee. 

To think that Vice should Virtue's master be ; 

For, tho' no classic knowledge grac'd his mind 

From legends old, or feats of cbivahy, 

, StiU'roundhisheart the wond'rous instinct twin'd 

Which throbb'd in erery vein — tho love of baman 
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One night, the murky eve of Christmas-day, 
When mystic-fraught the wint'ry tempest 
blows, 
Dim shadows hover'd in the blunted ray, 

While red the moon o'er Snowd£n's summit 

rose: 
And soon fierce hurricanes the Heav'ns un* 
close ; 
Howling, the wild blast ^anc'd upon the wave ; 
And DOW a blazing fire the mountain shows ; 
The troubled streams like blood their margent 
lave ; 
And rays of Uvid^ light gleam o^er old Owen's 
grave. 



The foster-mother rose in dread dismay. 
And to the wayward stripling's chamber went; 

And now the paly stream of tardy day 
Stole. down the hill, with frozen dew besprent, 
Silv'ring with light the little tenement : 

The swarthy boy upon bis pallet rude 
Slept sweet and soundly, dreaming of con- 
tent ; 

While eager-ey'd the foster-moUier stood, 
Like a fell bird of prey watching a victim brood : 
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For idle tales had now been widely spread;^;-- 
That potent witchcraft had possest the child ; 

That mystic spells, from poisonous herbage shed. 
The urchin^s wandering senses had beguii'd, 
Filling bis brain with incantations wild : 

And some did swear that, by a fiend possest. 
Like a vile kiUcrop*^ breathing airs deBl'd, 

The corn would mildew, by his fingers prest. 
And new-born babes expire, meeting his glance 
unblest. 



Near where the black-thorn mark'd the barren hill, 
Dotting with frequent tufts its rugged side, 
In a clay hut, a witherM imp of ill 

Her art accurst for many a year had plied : 
Bearded she was^ and swart^ and haggard- 
eyed ; 
And on her back a lump deforming grew ; 

A huge dried snake about her waist was tied. 
And hideous forms upon the floor she di'ew 
With hemlock*s poison'd juice mingled with mid- 
night dew : 



* A witch's changeiJQg. 
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^ The wings of bats, the hides of toads, were seen 
Clothing the walls of her infernal cell ; 
And spiders grim, biding their. webs between^ 
Watch'd the foal Hag weaving her potent 

spell, 
Low^muttering like a sullen fiend of hell : 
A murderer's scull, fall'n from a gibbet high^ 
And fiU'd with water from a stagnant well. 
Oft to her skinny lips she would apply. 
With many a bitter curse and many a laboured 
sigh : 



Close at her feet a brindled mastiff lay. 

Watching her busy toil with bloodshot ey^s ; 
And now he howl'd, as if with dire dismay. 
Shaking the hovel with his fearful crien j 
And noW) with hide erect, he couching lies : 
A rav'ning kite, which on the lattice stood. 
With side-glance keen the withered sorc'ress 
spies, 
His talons streaming with the wild kid's blood. 
Which down the thorny steep roU'd in a crimson 
flood. 
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Thither in haste the foster-mother flew. 

To trsUKc with the wicked imp of hell : 
For ev'ry starry path the sorceress knew ; 
Could mark how high the stormy flood would 

swell ; 
Of comets prattle, and eclipse foretel ; 
Draw from their mouldering shrouds the guilty 
dead ; 
Ride on the whirliidnd over hill and dell ; 
Dance on the murderer's grave, and fearless 
tread 
0*er the wide yawning wave of Ocean's foamy 
bed. 



And now the foster-mother told her tale 

(T6e sorc'ress list'ning with malignant smile), 

• How the lorn boy would wander, sad and pale ; 

Or pluck the yew-tree from the church-yard 

stile ; • 
Or bind his brows with weeds and Ij^rbage 
vile: 
How he would sing his wild song to the blast. 

And so night's melancholy noon beguile ; 
Or, when the death-knell o'er the meadow 
pass'd. 
Sigh thro' the dreary hour, and wish it were his 
last. 
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And now again the witch, with ghastly grin, 
TornM to her rushy bed, and siyiek'd with 

joy: 
For, there full many a witherM branch was seen. 

And many a herb infectious, to destroy, 

GatherM at dawn-light by the foster-boy ; 

For, of times he the spiteful Hag would taunt, 

And, scatt'ring poisons, her lone hours annoy; 

Or, shrieking like a ghost, her threshold haunt. 

Till morn above die steep its gaudy beams would 

flaunt : 



And now across her path the straw he threw, 
Or scratch'd her sbrivel'd arm with crooked 

pin; 
Now up the moon-light lane her feet pursue. 

And shout behind her with insulting din : 

. To mock the old and feeble were a sin : 
But that the subtle Hag, with menac'd rage, 

Would urge the daily warfare to begin ; 
And oft with stick and stone in fight engage. 
Mingling with potent wrath the peevish bent of 
age. 
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The tale being told, the little wretch foriorn 
Was sentenc*d to endure each woanding 
wrong ; 
Assail'd by all the shafts of ribald scom> 
And mark'd the make-game of a^ senseless 

throng ;— 
For^ Persecution is a giant strong. 
And now his food was frequentlj denied ; 

His sport was seldom, and his labor long ; 
His hunger, herbs medicinal supplied. 
With ears of mildew'd corn, steep'd in the sandy 
tide. 



One morn the fostejr-mother early rose ; 

*Twas the blythe mom of love4nspiring May : 
But fearful dreams had liaunted ber repose, 

Dark'ning the splendour of the rising day : 

She sought the boy, — but he was fer away ! 
For sharp unkindness did his peace annoy. 

And little could he brook the rigid sway ! 
Which tyrant natures, tyrant «oul&, enjoy; 
Their cruel sport to wound-^their triumph to de* 
stroy! 
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Yet whither could the little Wand'rer go ? 

A stranger to the world's wide n^zes he ; 
Despair his guide, his sole companion Woe-^ 
A solitary exile doom'd to be : 
He gazM aghast ; no friend his eyes could see ; 
And yet in fancy he beheld the day 

When^ smiling, on hisf oster*mother's knee, 
He oftentimes has heard her sighing saj*. 
How to her cot he came bedight in rich array. 



Perchance, he thought, some lord his sire might 
live; 
Some lady sweet his bashful mother prove. 
While shame might bid her to a stranger give 
The holy treasure of a parent's love. 
O barbarous Pride I which Nature cannot' 
move; 
Shall her poor offspring ever plead in vain ? 

Shall they, unown'd by guilty greatness, rove ; 
Or, lost in ignorance, unblest remain. 
Like a wild with'ring tree plac'd on a desert 
plain ? 
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And now his fev'rish brain began to burn. 
While Mem'ry. conjar'd up each hour to view 

Which, erst so tranquil, never could return — 
Ail, Memory ! sad thy visions are, and true I — 
When dark Despair a gloomy picture drew ; 

While Fancy madden'd on the varied scene : 
And now the clouds resum'd a cheerful hue ; 

Yet, while he watdi'd the rays of Ught between, 
On all the earth there breathM no wretch so lorn, 
I ween. 



O'er hill and dale the friendless foster-^child, 

With weary footsteps, bent his lonely way : 
And now he hasten'd o'er the thorny wald ; 

Now by the rippling brook would musing stay ; 

Or dream, on flow'ry banks, of visions gay : 
Then, starting wild, his pilgrimage pursue. 

Not knowing whither he was doom 'd to straj-. 
While his wan cheek was sprent with chilling 
dew. 
Or fierce the angry storm athwart his bosom flew. 
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At length gaunt Poverty, of sallow hucj 

And cold Neglect, with all their ruefiil train. 
About his heart their with'ring mischiefs threw ; 
- And sorely .was he pinch'd with bitter pain : 
Yet proud was he, and fraught with highidis- 
dain, 
Tho^ many a day he fasted sad and lone ; 

And all night long across the dismal plain 
He pourM, amid the blast, his rending groan, 
While the faint glimm'ring stars in chilHng lustre 
shone ; 



And many a btirningday, and freezing night, 

The little trav'Uer on his journey bent ; 
And often, by. the moon-beam's quivering light. 
He watchM his shadowlength'ning as he went, 
*. And, so companion'd, seem'd awhile content: 
, Yet when, perchance, he met a lady gay, 
With sudden pangs his little heart was rent ; 
For then remembrance shew'd .the rich array 
Whiclj (SO' the tale was told) l^edeck'd his faatal 
day. 
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It 8Q befd tbaty on a summev-^s eve, 

A stately maonon met his tearful e jes : 
And suddenly bit soul forgot to grieve ; 
And straight a beaoteous lady he espies : 
With unknovn hopes his heavy heart did rise. 
For on her cheek a gentle smile was seen ; 
And now she marii'd his form with food sur- 
prise! 
. For, irf hts&ther's smile, his father's mien, 
Her own wrongM baby«.boy she knew fidi well, I 
ween. 



Twaa Instikct rushing thro' her beating breast ! 
Instinct, the lamp divine that lights the soul ; 
For many a night, deprtv'd <^ balmy rest, 
Her fer'riah eye*>baUs had been taught to roll : 
Oh ! what can consdoos agony control i 
And, when she pondered on the foaming tide. 
From her shrunk heart Hope's soothing visions 
stole ; 
And sickening was the luxury of Pride^ 
While all the mother's fears beat high against her 
side* 
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Now the wide country 'round with revels rung : 
** The Stranger Bmf^ was sovereign of the 
scene ; 
And there the minstrel playM, the peasant sung^ 
And dancing circles dotted o'er the green ; 
Such rural merriment had ne'er been seen : 
The soft harp echo'd down the woody dell ; 

And sporting gay the sombre shades between^ 
The wild goat wanton'd ; while afar the swell 
On the light breeze was borne, of many a distant 
bell. 



But who can paint the mother's silent joy ? 

Who measure the full transport of her soul \ 
While on the smiling cheek of her lost boy 
Her tears repentant swiftly now *gan roll : 
And woe to him who would their course con- 
trol ! 
For 'twas the extract of the wounded heart, 
Wafted to Heaven by sighs that Nature 
stole- 
Sighs which more 9aci;ed rapture can iniipart 
Than all the pomp of wealthy and all the smiles 
of art I 
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*' \Vatch no more the twinkling stars ; 

Watch no more the chalky bourne ; 
Lady ! from the Holy wars 
Never will thy Love return ! 

Cease to watch, and cease to mourn. 
Thy Lover never will return ! 

** Watch no more the yellow moon, 
Peering o'er the mountain's head ; 
Rosy day, returning soon, 

Will see thy Lover, pale and dead ! 
Cease to weep, and cease to mourn. 
Thy Lover w411 no more return ! 

" Lady, in the Holy wars. 

Fighting for the Cross, he died ; 
Low he lies, and many scars 
Mark his cold and mangled side ; 
In his winding-sheet he lies. 
Lady ! check those rending sighs. 
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"^ Hark 1 the hblloW'soundiDg gale 
Seems to sweep in murmurs by, 
Siuking slowly dowa the vale ; 
Wherefore,. gentle Lady, sigh ? 
Wherefore moan, and ivherefcnre sigh? 
Lady ! all that live miist die.. > 

** Now the stars are iadingfest : . . 

Swift their brilliant course arc ran ; . . 
Soon shall dreary night be past : 
Soon shall rise the cheering son ! ' 
The sun will rise to gladden thee : 
Lady, Lady, olieerful be.** ^ ; - 

So spake avoids I • While sad and lone. 

Upon a lofty tewer^ireclin'd, v ; 

A Lady sat : the paleimeon shotie^ 
And sweetly blew the summer wind ; 
Yet still, disc61fisolati3 in mind. 
The. lovely -Lady sat reclitfd. - - 

TTie lofty towV wits ivy clad ; ■ "' ■' *' 

And round a dreary forest rose ; < - 
The midnigitt belt was tolling sad— 
'Twas tcdling fbr a sbiiPs repose ! 
The Lady heard the gates unclose. 
And from her seat in terror rose. 
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The summer moon sbone bright and clear } 

She saw the castle gates unclose ; 
And now she saw four monks appear^ 
Loud chanting for a soul's repose*. 
Forbear^ oh. Lady ! look no roore-i«' 
They pass'd — a livid corpse they bore. 

They passM, and all was silent now ; 
The breeze upon the forest slept ; 
The moon stole o'er the mountain's brow } 
Again the Lady sigh'd, and wept : 
She wateh'd the holy fathers go . 
Along the forest path below. 

And now the dawn was bright, the deur 
Upon the yellow heath was seen ; _ 
The clouds were of a rosy hue, 
The sunny lustre shone between : 
The Lady to. the chapel ran, ... 
While the slow matin prayer began* 

And then^^ once more, the fathers grey 

She mark'd, employed in holy prayer : 
Her heart was full, she couM not pray. 
For love and fear were masters there. 
Ah, Lady! thou wilt pray ere long 
To sleep those lonely aisles among ! 



J ^ 
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■ . * 

And now the matin prayers were o'er ;. 
Tbe barefoot monks, of order grey, 
Where thronging to the chapel door. 
When there the Lady stopp'd the way : 

** Tell me," she cried, " whose corpse so 

pale. 
Last night ye bore along the vale ?" 

*^ Oh> Lady ! question us no more : 

No corpse did we bear down the dale !^' 
The Lady sunk upon tbe floor. 

Her quiviering lip was deathly pale. 

The barefoot monks now whisper^, sad^ 
*^ God grant our Lady be not mad." 

The monks departing, one by one. 

The chapel gates in silence close ; 

When from the altar steps, of stone, 

The trembling Lady feebly goes : 

While the morning sheds a ruby light, ; 

The painted windows glowing bright. 

• ■ • » 

< 

And now she heard a hbllow sound > 

It seemM to come from graves below ; ; 
And now again she loo'k'd around, 

A voice came murmVing sad and slow ; v 
And now she heard it feebly cry, 
<< Lady ! all that live must die !" 

2 
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" Watch fio more firoih yond^ towV, * 

Watch no- more the star of day ! 
Watch no more the dawning hour. 
That chases sullen night away ! 

Cease to watch, and cease to mourn. 
Thy Lover will no more return !". 

She look'd around, and now she view'd. 

Clad in a doublet gold and green, 
A youthful knight : he frowning stood 
And noble Was his mournful mien ; 
And no# he said, with heaving sigh> 
*« Lady,* all that live must die !" 

She rose to quit the altar's stone, 

She cast a lobk to heaven s^nd sigh'd^ 
When lo ! the-ybuthful knight ^as gope i ' 
And, scowling by the Lady's side, 
With sightless skull and bonyband^ - 
She saw a giant spectre stand ! 

His flowing robe was long and clear. 

His ribs were white as drifted snow : 
The Lady-s heart was chilPd with fear $ 
She rose, but scarce had power to go : 
The spectre grinnM a dreadful smile. 
And walkM beside her down the aisle^ 
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And now he wav'd his rattling, hand ;; 

And now they reach'd the chapel door. 
And there the spectre topk ^s s(§nf{ ^i . : 
While, rising from thp marble floor,. . , 
A hollow voice waa I^es^d ^ ^y.t 
" Lady, ^ th^t live niuft die ! . 

" Watch i^o more the evening star ! . 
Watch no m0re the glimpse of n^orn! 

Never from the Holy. Waf, .« 

Lady, will' thy. Love. return! . 
See this bloody cross ; and see 
His bloody scarf he sends to the^l'' . ; 

And now again the youthful knight 
Stood smiling by the Lady's side ; 
His helmet shone with crimson light. 

His sword with drops of blood wa^ dyM : 
And now a soft and mournful song 
Stole the chapel aisles among. 

Now from the spectre's paley cheek 

The flesh began to waste away ; 
The vaulted doors were heard to creek, 
And dark became the Summer day ! 
The spectre's eyes were sunk, but he 
Seem'd with their, sockets stilL to see ! 
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The second bell is heard to rii^g : 

Four barefoot monks, of orders grej. 
Again their holy service sing ; 
And round the chapel altar pray : 
The Lady counted o'er and o*er. 
And shuddered while she counted—^/e^r / 

'< Oh ! Fathers, who was he, so gay, 
That stood beside the chapel door ? 
Oh ! tell me fathers, tell me pray." 
The monks repUed, ** We fathers four, 
Lady no other have we seen. 
Since in this holy place we*v^ been !" 
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Now the merry bugle horn 

Thro' the forest sounded far ; 
When on the lofty tow'r, forlorn^ 
The Lady watch'd the evening star ; 
The evening star that seem'^d to be 
Rising from the dark'ned sea ! 

The Summer sea was dark and still, 

The sky was streaked with lines of gold^ 
The mist rose grey above the hiJl, 
And low the clouds of amber rolM : 
The Lady on the lofty tow'r 
Watch'd the calm and silent hour. 

And^ while she watch'd, she saw advance 

A ship, with painted streamers gay : 
he saw it on the green wave dance. 
And plunge amid the silver spray ; 
White from the forest's haunts, forlorn. 
Again she heard the bugle born. 
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The sails were full ; the breezes rose ; 
The billows curl'd along the shore ; 
And now the day began to close ; — 
The bugle horn was heard no more, ' 
But, rising from the wat'ry way. 
An airy voice was heard to say : 

• > ... 

*^ Watch no more the evening star ; . ' ^ 

Watch no more the .billowy sea ; 

Lady, from the Holy War ; ' . , -. 

Thy lover hastes to comfort thee : 

Lady, Lady, cease, to p>q(irQ ; . . 

Soon thy lover will return." 

Now she hastens to the bay ; 

Now the rising fJtorm she hears ; j 
Now the sailors smUing say, 

** Lady, Lady; check your. fears-; 
Trust UB, . Lady ; we Avill be 
Your pilots o'er the stormy sea/' 

Now the little bark she view'd, 

Moor'd beside the flinty st^ep ; 
And now, upon the foamy flood, 
The tranquil breezes seeni'd to sleep. 
The moon arose ^ her silver ray 
Seem'd on the silent deep to play. 
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Now music stole across the main : 

It was a sweet but.mouniful tome ; 
It came a dow and dulcet strain ; 

It came^fi'dm where the pale, moon shone : * 
And, 9^ile<it pass'd across th^ sea. 
More soft,^ and soft, '\t s^em'd to .be. ^ 

Now on the deck ibe Lady stancb ; 

The vessel steers B^tosk the main ; 
It steers towards thef Holv Land » '' 

Never to retam .again : / 

Still the! sailors cry, " We'll be 
Your pilotslo^er .tlie stormy sea.'* * 

Now she hears ^ low voice say, 

** Deeper, deeper, deeper still ; 
Hark ! the black' aing l>illows play ; 
Hark ! the waves the vessel fill : 
Lower, lower, down we go ; 
All is dark anld^U below. 

Now a flash of vivid light 

On the roUi(ig. deep was seisn-! 
And now the Lady saw the Knight, ' « 

With doublet rich of gold ankl green : 
From the sockets of bis eyes, 
A pale and streaming light she spies ! *' 
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And now his form transparent atoody 

Smiling with a ghastly mien ; — 
And now the calm and boundless flood 
Was; like the emerald, bright and green ; 
And now 'twas of a troubled hue, . 
While, " Deeper, deeper,'' Sfmg the cre^^f. 

Slow advanced the morning-light^ 

Slow they plough'd the wavy tide ; 
When, on a cliff of dreadful height, 
A castle's lofty tow'rs they spied : 
The Lady heard the sailor-band 
Cry, ^^ Lady, this is Holy Land* 

** Watch no more the glitt'ring spray ; 

Watch no more the weedy sand ; 
Watch no more the star of day ; 
Lady, this is Holy Land : 
This castle's lord shall welcome thee ; 
Then Lady, Lady, cheerful be P 

Now the castle-gates they pass ; 

Now across the spacious square, 
CoverM high with dewy grass. 
Trembling steals the Lady fair : 
And now the castlt^s lord was seen. 
Clad in a doublet gold and green. . 
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He led her thro' the gothic hall, 

With bones and skulls encircled round ; 
<' Oh, let not this t|iy soul appal I*" 
He cried, ** for this is Holy Ground*" 
Ij[e led her thro' the chambers lone, 
'Mid many a shriek and many a groan. 

Now to the banquet-room they came : 

Around a table of black stone 
She marked a faint and vapoury flame ; 
Upon the horrid feast it shone*— 
And there, to close the madd'ning sight, 
Unnumber'd spectres met the light. 

Their teeth were like the brilliant, bright ; 
Their eyes were blue as sapphire clear ; 
Their bones were of a polish'd white ; 
Gigantic did their ribs appear I — 
And now the Knight the Lady led. 
And plac'd her at the table's head ! — 

Just now the Lady woke : — ^for she 
Had slept upon the lofty tow'r. 
And dreams of dreadful phantasie 

Had fiird the lonely moon-light hour : 
Her pillow was the turret-stone, 
And on her breast the pale moon shone. 
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But now a real voice she hears : 

It was her lover's voice ^— for he. 
To calm her bosom's rending fears. 
That night had cross'd the stormy sea : 
** I come/' said he, '^ from Palestine, 
To prove myself, sweet Lady, thine." 
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Ah ! wherefore by the Church-yard ride, 
Poorlktle lorn one, dost thou stray? 

Thy wavy locks but thinly hide 

The tears that dim thy blue-eye's ray } 

And wherefore dost thou sigh, and moani 

And weep, that thou art left alone f 

Thou art not left alone, poor boy. 
The Traveller stops to hear thy tale j 

No heart, so hard, would the^annoy ! 
For tho' thy mother's cheek is pale^ 

And withers under yon grave stone. 

Thou art not, Urchhi, left alone. 

I know thee well ! .thy yellow hair 

In silky waves I oft have seen ; 
Thy dimpled face, so fresh and fair^ 
Thy roguish smile, thy plajrful mietif 
Were all lo me, poor Orphan, known^ 
Ere Fate had left thee^— all 4Bdone t 
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Thy russet coat is scanty and torn, 
Thy cheek is now grown deathly pale ( 

Thy ey^ are dim, thy looks forlorn, 
And bare thy bosom meets the gale ;: 

And oft I hear thee deeply groan, 

That thou, poor boy, art left' alone^ 

Thy naked feet are wounded- sore 

With thorns, that cross thy daily road ;' 

The winter winds around thee roar. 
The churcb-y^rd is thy bleak abode ; 

Thy pillow now a cold grave stone — 

And there thou loy'st to grieve — ^alone ! 

The rain has drench'd thee, all night long , 
The nipping frost thy bosom froze ; 

And still, the yew*tree shades among, 
I heard thee sigh thy artless woes ; 

I heard thee, till the day-star shone 

In darkness weep — and weep alone I 

Oft have I seen thee, little boy, 
Upon thy lovely mother's knee ; 

For when she liv'd, thou wert her joy, 
Though now a 'mourner thou must be ! 

For she lies low, where yon grave-stone 

Proclaims that thou art left alone. 



Weep, weep no more ; on yonder hill 
The village bells are ringing, gay ; 

The merry reeid , and brawling rill 
Call thee to rustic sports away, , 

Then wherefore weep, and sigh, and moan^ 

A truant from the tlirong— alone ? 

'* I cannot the green hill ascend^ 

I cannot pace the upland mead ; 
I cannot in the vale attend ... 

To hear the ^lerry-soundipg reerf : 
For all is still beneath yon stone. 
Where my poor mother's left alone ! 

** I cannot gather gaudy flowers 
To dress the scene of revels loud-» 

I cannot pass the evening hours 
Among the noisy village croud ; 

For all in darkness, and alone 

My mother sleeips, beneath yon stone. 

" See how the stars begin Jo gleam, 
The sheep^log barks«— 'tis time to g^o ; 

The night-fly hums^ the moonlight beam 
Peeps through the yew-trees' shadowy row : 

It falls upon the: white grave-stone. 

Where my dear mQt))er'9l0eps alone. 
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O stay me not, for I must go, 
The upland path in haste to tr^ad-; 
For there the pale primtbses grow, 

They grow to dress my mother's bed. 
They^must, ere peep of day, bestroWrt> 
Where she lies mould^ing all alone* - 

•* My father o'er the stormy sea 
To distant lands was borne away> 

And still my mother stay'd with me> 
And wept by night and toil'd by day^ 

And shall I ever quit the stone 

Where she is left to sleep alone. 

** My father, died and still I found 
My mother fond and kind to me ; 

1 felt her breast with raj^ture bound 
When first I prattled on her knee-*** 

And then she blest my infant tone, 

And little thought of yon grave-stdne; 

* * No more he^ gentle voice I heat. 
No more her smile of fondn^ see \ 

Then wonder not I shed the tear. 
She would have died to follow m^ I 

And yet she sleeps beneath yon ttone^ 

And I STILL LIVE— tQ yetep alone. 
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«< The plajrfulkid, shelov'd so well, 
From yon high clifc was seen to fall ; 

I heard afar his tink'ling belly 

Which seem'd in vain for aid to call-^ 

I heard the harmless sufTrer moan, 
And griev'd thai he wa^ left alone, 

*^ Our faithful dog grew mad, and died, 
The lightning smote our cottage low*— 

We had no resting-place beside. 

And knew not whither we should go : 

For we were poor — and hearts of stone 

Will never throb at misery's groan, 

** My mother still survived for me, 

She led me to the mountain's brow. 
She watch'd me, while at yonder tree > 

I sat, and wove the ozier bough ; 
And oft she cried, *^ fear not, mine own ! 
Thou shalt not, boy, be left alone." 

'* The blast blew $trong, the torrent rose 

And bore our shatter'd cot away ; 
And where the clear brook swiftly flows^ 

Upon the turf, at dawn of day, 
When bright the sun's full lustre shone, . 

I wandered, feienoless — and alone !" , , ' 
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Thou art not| boy » for I have seen 
Thy tiny footsteps print the dew^ 

And while the morning sky serene 
Spread o*er the hill a yellow hue, 

I heard thy sad and plaintive moan, 

Beside the cold sepulchral stone* 

And when the summer noomtide hours 

With scorching ra]rs the landscape spread^ 

J mark'd thee, weaving fragrant flowVs 
To deck thy mother's silent bed ! 

Nor at the church-yard's simple stone 

Wert thou, poor Urchin, left alone. 

I followed thee along the dale. 

And up the woodland's shadowy way t 

I heard thee tell thy mournful tale 
As slowly sunk the star of day : 

Nor when its twinkling light had flown 

Wert thou a wandVer all alone. 

^< O ! yes, I iiras ! and still shall be. 
A wand'rer, mourning and forlorn ; 

For what is all the world to me— 

I 

What are the dews and buds of morn f 
Since she who left me sad^ alone 
In darkness 4leeps> beneath yon stone ! 
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" No brother's tear shall fall for me, 

For I no brother ever knew ; 
No friend shall weep my destiny, 

Vox friends are scarce, and tears are few ; 
None do / see, saye on this stone, 
Where I will stay and weep, alone* 

** My Father never will return, 

He rests beneath the tea^reen wave ; 

I have no kindred left to mourn 
When I am hid in yohder grave : 

Not one to dress with flow'rs the stone ! 

Then^^surely ^ I am left alone!'* 
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OLI> BAKNARIK 



A irONKXS^ TAI. £• 



Old Barnard was still a lusty hind|» 
Though his age was full fourscore ; 
And he us'd to go 
Thro' hail and snow. 
To a neighb'ring town. 
With his old coat brown^ 
To beg at his Grandson's door I 

Old Barnard briskly jogg'd along. 
When the hail and the snow did &11 ; 
And whatever the day. 
He was always gay. 
Did the broad Sun glow. 
Or the keen wind blow. 
While he befirff'd in his Grandson's Ha 
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His Grandson was a Squire, and he 
Had houses, and lands, and gold ; 

And a coach beside, 

And horses to ride. 

And a downy bed 

To repose his head. 
And he felt not the winter's cold. 



Old Barkarp had neither house nor lands, 
Nor gold to buy warm array ; 

Nor a coach to carry 

His old bones weary. 

Nor beds of feather. 

In freezing weather 
To sleep the long nights away. 



8ut Barnard a quiet conscience bad^ 
No guile did his bosom know ; 
And when Ey'ning dos'd 
His old bones repos'd, 
Tho' the wint'ry blastf 
0*er his hovel past, 
And he slept while the wipds did bipw. 
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But his Grandson he could never sleep 

'Till the Sun began to rise ; 
For a fev'rish pain 
Oppress'd his brain^ 
And he fear'd some evil> 
And dream'd of the Devil 

Whenever he cios'd his eyes I 



And whenever he feasted the rich and gay> 
Tlie Devil still had his joke ; 

For however rai-e 

The sumptuous fare. 

When the sparkling glass 

Was seen to pass-^ 
He was fearful the draught would choke ! 



And whenever, in fine and costly geer> 
The Squire went fbrth to ride . 

The owl would cry, 

And the raven fly 

Across bis road, 

While the sluggish toad 
Would crawl by his Palfry's side 
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And he could not commaiid the stiinay day^ 
For the rain would wet huntbroiigh ; \ 

And the wind would hlow 

Where his nag did go, 

And the thunder roar. 

And the torrents pour. 
And he felt the chill Evening dew* 



And the cramp would ring bis youthM bonetf » 
An4 would make him groan aloud ; 

And the doctor's art 

Could not cure the heart. 

While the conscience still 

Was o'ercharg'd with ill; 
And he dream'd of the pick«4UKe and shi^oud* 



And why could Old Bari^ARD sweetly skqp, 
Since so poor, and so old was he ? 

Because he could say 

At the close of day, 

** I have done no wrong 

To the weak or strong. 
And so Heaven look kind <hi me :" 
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One nigl^t the Grandson hied him forth 
To a Monk that liv'd bard by ; 

« O ! Father !" said he, 

*^ I am come. to thee. 

For I'm sick of sin. 

And would fain bf^n 
To repent me before I die !'* 



** I must pray for your Soul ;" the Monk replied, 
" But will see you to-morrow, ere noon : 

Then the Monk flew straight 

To Old Barnard's gate. 

And he bade him haste 

O'er the dewy waste. 
By the light of the waning Moon. 



In the Monkish cell did old Barnard wait. 
And his Grandson went thither soon ; 

In a habit of grey. 

Ere the dawn of day. 

With a cowl and cross, 

On the sill of moss. 
He knelt by the light of the Moon* 
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** O ! shrire me, Father !" the Grandson cried, 
** For the Devil is waiting for me ! 

I have robb*d the poor, 

I have sbut my door. 

And kept out the good 

When they wanted food, 
And I come for my pardon to thee.'* 



** Get home, young Sinner," . Old Barvard said, 
" And yourGrandsire quickly see ; 

Give him half yoar store ^ 

For he's old and poor. 

And avert each evil. 

And cheat the Devil, 
By making him rich a$ ih^e.^* 



The Squire obey'd ; and Old Barnard now 
Is rescued from every evil : 

For he fears no wrong 

From the weak or strong, 

And the Squire can snore 

When the loud winds roar, 
For he dreams no more of the deviu 
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Upon a lonely desart Beach, 

Where the white foam was scatter'd, 
A little shed uprear'd its head, 
■ Though lofty barks were shatter'd. 
The sea-weeds gath'ringnear the door, 

A sombre path display'd ; 
And, all around, the deaf ning roar 
Re-echo'd on the chalky shore, 

By the green billows made. 

Above a jutting cliff vas seen 

Where Sea Birds horer'd, craving ; 
And all around the cr^gs were bound 

With weeds — for ever waving. 
And here and there, a cavern wide 
Its nhad'wy jaws display'd ; 

a sands, at ebb of tide, 
last was seen to ride 
3 green billows stray'd. 
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And often, while the moaning wind 

Stole o'er the Summer Ocean, 
The moonlight scene was all serene. 

The waters scarce in motion ; 
Then, while the smoothly slanting sand 

The tall clifF wrapp'd in shade. 
The Fisherman beheld a band 
Of Spectres gliding hand in hand — 

Where the green billows play'd. 

And pale their faces were as snow, 

And sullenly they wandered ; 
And to the skies with hollow eyes 

They look'd as though they ponder'd. 
And sometimes, from their hammock shroud. 

They dismal bowlings made. 
And while the blast blew strong and loud 
The clear moon mark'd the ghastly croud. 

Where the green billows jilay'd ! 

And then above the haunted hut 

The Curlews screaming, hpver'd ; 
And the low door, with furious roar^ 
^ The frothy breakers cover'd. 
For in the Fishern^sm's lone shed 

A MURDERED MAN waslaid, 
With ten wide gashes in his head. 
And deep was made his sandy bed 

Where the green billows playM, 
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A shipwreck'd Mariner was he, 

Doom'd from his home to sever 
Who swore to be thro* wind and sea 

Firm and undaunted ever ! 
And when the vr^ve resistless rolFd, 

About his arm iiemade 
A packet rich of Spanish gold, 
And, like a British sailor bold, 

Plung'd where the billows play'd ! 

The Spectre band, his messmates brave^ 

Sunk in the yawning ocean, 
^^ hile to the mast he lash'd him fast, 

And bravM the storm's commotion. 
The winter moon upon the sand 

A silvVy carpet made, 
And mark'd the Sailor reach the land. 
And marji'd his murd'rer wash his hand 

Where the green billows play'd. 

And since that hour the Fisherman 

Has toiPd and toil'd in vain ; 
For all the night the moony light 

Gleams on the specter'd main ! 
And when the skies are veiPd in gloom. 

The Murd'rer's liquid way- 
Bounds o'er the deeply yawning tomb. 
And flashing fires the sands illume, 

Where the green billows play I 
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Full thirty years his task has been, 

Day after day more weary ; 
' For Heav*n designed his guilty mind 

Should dwell on prospects dreary* 
Bound by a strong and mystic chain, 

He has not pow'r to stray ; 
But destin'd mis'ry to sustain, 
HcM'astes, in Solitude and Pain, 

A loathsome life away< 
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It was in the days of a gay British King 

(In the old fashion'd custom of merry-making) 

The Palace of Woodstock with revels did ring. 

While they sang and carous'd — one and all : 
For the monarch a plentiful treasury had. 
And his courtiers were pleas'd, and no visage was 

sad, 
Andtheknavishandfoolishwith drinking were mad, 

While they sat in the banquetting hall. 

Some talk'd of their valour, and some of their race. 
And vaunted, tilt vaunting was black in the &ce ; 
° — 3 bragg'd for a title, and some for a place, 
id, like braggarts, they bragg'd one and all ! 
! spoke of their scars in the holy crusade, 
boasted the banner of fame they display'd, 
lome sang their loves in the soft serenade 
they satin the banquetting hall. 
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And here sat a baron, and there sat n knight. 
And here stood a ps^e in his habit all bright, 
And here a young soldier in armour bedight 

With a friar carous'd, one and all. 
Some play'd on the dulcimer, some on t!ie lute, 
And some, who had nothing to talk of, were mute. 
Till the morning, awakened, put on her grey 
suit — 

And the lark hover'd over the hall. 



It was in a vast gothic hall that they sate. 

And the tables were cover'd with rich gilded 

plate, 
And the King and his minions were toping in 

state, 
Till their noddles turned round, one and all— • 
And the sun through the tall painted windows 'gan 

peep. 
And the vassals were sleeping, or longing to sleep. 
Though the courtiers, still waking, their revels did 

keep, 
Whil^ the minstrels play'd sweet, in the hall. 
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And, how irt their cups, the bold txipers beg-si) 
To call for more wine, from the cellar yeoman^ 
An(l,.H'hile each one replenish'd his goblet or can. 

The monarch thus spake to them all : 
" It is fit that the nobles do just what they please. 
That the great live in idleness, riot, and ease. 
And that those should be favor'd, who mark- my 
decrees. 

And should feast in the banquettiiig hall. 



•* It is fit," said the monarch, <• that riches shoold 

claim 
A passport to freedom, to honor, and fame, — 
That the poor should be humble, obedient, and 

tame, 
And, in silence, submit — oneandall. 
That the wise and the holy should toil for the 

great, 
That the vassals should tend at the tables of state. 
That the pilgrim should — pray for our souls at thcf 

gate 
While we feast in our banquetling h^l. 
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" That the low-IineagM Carles should be scantily 

fed*-^ 
^That their drink should be small, and still smallej: 

their bread ; 
That their wives and their daughters to ruin be 

led* .... 

And submit to our will, one and all I ^ . 

It is fit, that whoever I choose to defend-* 
Shall be courted, and feasted, and lov'd as a 

friend, 
While before them the good and eulighten'd shall 

bend 
While they sit in the banquetting hall." 



Now the topers grew bold, and each talked of his 

right, . 
One would fain be a baron, another a knight ; 
And another (because at the. tournament %bt. 

He had vanquished his foelS) pue and all) 
Demanded a track of rich lands, and rich fare. 
And of stout serving vassals a plentiful share ; 
With alasting exemption from penance and pray'r. 

And a throne in the ba&quetting hall. 
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Biitone) wJiQr h^ mitber been yaliaht jkot:^/6ise^ 
With a tone of importance^ thus vauntingly cries^ 
*^ My leigQ Ji^ knows ,how .a good ^lagect to 
prize— 

And I therefore.demand — ^before all-jr 
I this castle possess : and the right to maintain 
Five hundred stout bowjiien to foUoMr my ixain^ 
And as many strong vas$als to guard my domain 

As the lord of die bsuiquetting hall j 



*^ I have fought with all nations, and bled in the 

field, 
See my lance is unshiver'd, though battered my 

shield, 
i have combatted legionii, yet ^ever. woidd yidd. 

And the enemy fled— one and all ! 
I have rescued a; thousand .&ir donnas, in Spa&a, 
I have lefit in gay France every bosom in pain, 
I have conquered the Ruscaan ^ thf^ Prussian^ the 

Dane, 
And will mgn in the banquetting ball P' 



THft Tajy«^T»v- up, 

The mqnaTc^,iK)Mf;WMfe, withflia]e8ti<»l Iqqlj 
And hiSiSwpr^froRi tji^. i?f^bb%rd, o^ J^^-^sr h^ 

And the cast|p v^ltjh laq§^)ter.aj)^ ribaldry shook, 

Whil^ t^ihrsjggaLTt apcosted thus, he^ : . i 
*^ I will give thee a place that will s,\fjf, thy de- 

What to thee is more fitting than va^s^^or land— 
I will giyjB, t|iee,--nwl^ JRSticq and^ ralc^. cofar 
maud) 
For a Trumpeter bold — thou shalt be V* 
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Now the reveller! rps^> and began tQ pomplain— 
While tl^ey mei^apM with g^^\ires^ s|.;]id ^oiyn'd 

wjt][)i,di^aip, , . - 

And declared, that the nobles were fitff^ to reign 

Than a p^ipc^ 9p ^PR^ly 3S* be. 
Bijt the momokcn^ .^eroly, tbsjf ^^unitej^Jj^ 

'* From thi.s mqnueijM; the cpuna^ of fpok \ fpifegor* 
And on w^isyditom. and virtue wJUl hoppi^s; bf»tp^\«: 
For such, only^ are wdcome tome !'* 
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So saying, he quitted the bamjuetting haU^i 
^nd leaving his courtiers and flatterers all-^ 
Straightway for his confessor loudly *gan call 

• ** O ! Father ! now listen P' said he : 
^* I have feasted the fool, I have pamper'd the 

knave, 
I have scoffd at the wise, and' neglected the 
"* • ^ brave— 

Andherci holy man, absolution I crave-^. 
For a penitent now I will be.*' - 



From that moment the monarch grew sober and 
'^ goody 

(And nestled with birds of a different brood,) 
For he found that the pathway which wisdom pur* 
su'd 

Was pleasant^ safe, quiet, and even ! 
'^hat by temperance, virtue, and liberal deeds, 
By nursing the fiowrets, and crushing the weeds, 
The loftiest traveller always succeeds— 

For his journey will lead him to Heav*ii. 
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Benisath an old wall, that went round an old 
castle. 
For many a year., with b;own ivy o*erspread> 
A neat little hovel, its lowly roof raising. 

Defied the wild winds that howl'd over its 
shed: 
The turrets, that frown'd on the poor simple dwel« 

Wererock'd to and fro, when the tempest would 
roar, - 

And the river, that down the rich valley was swel* 
ling. 
Flowed swiftly beside the green step of itsdoon 
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The Gutnmer sun gilded the rusby roof slaDtiiig, 

The bright dews bespangled itsivy.bound hedge, 
And above, on the ramparts, the sweet birds were 
chanting. 
And ivild buds thick dappled the clear river's 
edge. 
When the castle's rich chambers were haunted and 
dreary, 
The poor little hovel was'Still' and secure ; 
And no robber e'er enter'd, nor goblin nor fairy, 
For the splendors of pride had no charms to 
allure. 



The Lord of ihe iistle, a prouJ ^urly ruler, 
Oft beiurd the low dwelling with sweet music 

' 'nng." ' * ■"■ ■ " 
For the old Dame that liv'd in the littlti'hut cliearly. 
Would sit at her wheel, andwould merrily sing : 
When with revels the castle's great 'hall was re- 

" 'soiihditig, ' ' "'"" ' "" ' ' ■ 

The old Dame was sleeping, not dreaming of 
fear ;' 
And when over the mountains the huh'fsmen wero 
"bounding 
; would open her lattice, their clamours to 
hear. 
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To the metiry-ton'd.horn she would dauce oa the 
threshold, 
Aod louder, iknd loudeF, repeat her old song : 
And when winter its mantle of frost was display- 
ing, 
She caroird, undaunted, the bare woods among : 
She would gather dry fern, ever ha{^y and sing- 

With her cake of brown br^ad, and her jug of 

brown beer. 
And would slniie when she heard the great castle* 

bell ringing, 
Inviting the proud — to their prodigal'cheer. 



Thus she liv'd, ever patient and ever contented, 

Till Envy the Lord of the cas le possess'd, 
For he hated that poverty should be so chearful. 

While care could the fav'rites of fortune molest ; 
He sent his" bold yeomen with threats to prevent 
her. 

And still would she carol her sweet roundelay ; 
At last, an old steward relentless he sent her — 

Who bore her, all trembling, to prison away i 
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Three weeks did she Unguish, then died broken- 
hearted, 
Poor Dame ! how the death-bell did mournfully 
sound! 
And along the green path six young bachelors bore 
her, 
And laid her for ever beneath the cold groutid ! 
And the primroses pale 'mid the long grass were 
growing, 
The bright dews of twilight bespangled her 
grave, 
Andmornheard the breezes of summer aoft blowing 
To bid the fresh flow'rets in sympathy wave. 



/ 



The Lord of the castle, from that fatal moment 

When poor singing Mary was laid in her grave^ 
]E)ach night was surrounded by screech-owls appaU 

Which o'er the blac^ turrets their pinions would 
wave ! 

On the ramparts that frowi>'d oti the river, swift 
flowing, 
They hover'd, still hooting a terribje song. 
When his windows would rattle, the winter blast 
blowing, 
They would shriek like a ghost, the dark alleys 
among ! 
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Wherever be urander'd they foUow'd him cryiTig^ 

At dawnlight, at eve, still they haanted hiaway ! 

When the moon shone across the wide common 

they hooted, 
'■' Nor quitted his path till tfaehlazing of day. 
His bones began wasting, his flesh was decaying, 
And he hung his. proud head, and he perish'd 
with shame ; 
And the tomb of rich marble, no soft tear display- 

O'^nshadows the grave of the poor singing 

SAME I 
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Close on the margin of a brawling brook 
'That bathes the low dell's bosom, stands a -cot^ 
O'ershadow'd by broad Alders, At its door 
A rude seat, with an ozier canopy. 
Invites the weary traveller to rest. 
*Tis a poor humble dwelling ; yet within 
The sweets of joy domestic oft have made 
The long hour not unchearly, while the moor 
Was covered with deep snow, and the bleak blast 
Swept with impetuous wing the mountain's brow ! 
On cv'ry tree of the near shelt'ring wood 
The minstrelsy of Nature, shrill and wild. 
Welcomes the stranger guest, and carolling 
Love-songs spontaneous, greets him merrily* 
The distant hills, empurpled by the dawn 
And thinly scattered with blue mists that float 
On their bleak summits dimly visible. 
Skirt the domain luxuriant, while the air 
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Breathes healtlifulfragrance; Gh the cottage ro6f 
The gadding ivy^ and the tawny vine 
Bind the brown thatch, the sheltered winter-but 
Of the tame Sparrow, and the Red-breast bold^' 

Tliere dwells the soldier's widow ! young and fisur. 
Yet not more fair than virtuous. Every day 
She wastes the hoar-glass, waiting his returny«-^< 
Andetery hour anticipates the day 
( Decei v'd, yet 6herlsh'd, by the flatt'rer Hope)* 
When she shall meet her hero. On the eve 
Of Sabbath rest, she trims her little hut 
With blossoms fresh and gaudy, still herse^lf 
The 4tieen-now'r of the garland! 'The sweet rose* 
Of wood-wild beauty,; blushing thro* her tears. 

One little son she has, a lusty boy, 
The diirlitig of' her guiltless mourning Jieart, 
The-only dear 'arid gay associate 
Of her loiie Widowhbod. His suh-biirnt cheek 
Is neter blarich*d with fear, though he will cUmb 
The broad oak's branches, and with br^ivny arm 
Sever the limpid wave. In his blue eye 
Beams all his mother's gientlenes^ of soiil ; - 
While his braVe father's warm intrepid heart 
Throbsin (ii^ ihfant bOsom. *'Tis a wight 
Most vktof 6Us, yet pli'aht as the kern 
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Of the low vale*boni lily, when the dew 
Presses its perfum'd bead. Eight years his voice 
Han chear'd the homely hut, for he could lisp 
Soft words of filial fondness, ere his feet 
Could measure the smooth path-way. 

On the hills 
He watches the wide waste of wavy green 
Tissu'd with orient lustre, till his eyes 
Ache, with the dazzling splendour, and the main. 
Rolling and blazing, seems a second sun ! 
And, if a distant whitening sail appears. 
Skimming the bright horizon, while the mast 
Is canopied with clouds of dappled gold. 
He homeward hastes rejoicing. An old tree ' 
Is his lone watch-tow'r ; 'tis a blasted oak 
Which from a vagrant acorn, ages past. 
Sprang up, to triumph like a savage bold. 
Braving the season^s warfare. There he sits 
Silent and musing the long evening hour, 
*Till the short reign of sunny splendour fades 
At the cold touch of twilight. Oft he sings ; 
Or from his oaten pipe, untiring pours 
The tune mellifluous which his father snng, 
When he could only listen. 

On the sands 
That bind the level sea-shore, will he stray. 
When morn unlocks the East, and flings afar 
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The rosy day-beam f There the boy will stop 
To gathjer the dank weeds which ocean leaves 
On the bleak strand, while winter o'er the maia 
Howls its nocturnal clamour. There again 
He chaunts his father's ditty. Never more, 
Poor mountain minstrel, shall thy bosom throb 
To the sweet cadence ! never more thy tear 
Fall as the dulcet breathings give each word 
Expression magical ! Thy father, boy. 
Sleeps on the bed of death ! His tongue is mute,' 
His fingers have forgot their pliant art. 
His oaten pipe will ne'er again be heard 
Echoing along the valley ! Never more 
Will thy fond mother meet the balmy smile 
Of peace domestic, or the circling arm 
Of valour, temper'd by the milder joys 
Of rural merriment. His very name 
Is now forgotten ! for no trophied tomb 
Tells of his bold exploits ; such heraldry 
Befits not humble worth : For pomp and praise 
Wait in the gilded palaces of pride 
To dress ambition's slaves. Yet, on his grave. 
The unmark'd resting place of valour^s sons. 
The morning beam shines lustVous; th^ meek flowV 
Still drops the twilight tear, and the night breeze 
Moans melancholy music ! 

Then, to Me, 
O ! dearer far is the poor Soldier's grave. 
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The Widow's lone and unregarded. cot| 
The brawling brook, and the wid^ alder«-bougb> 
The ozier canopy, and plumy choir, 
Hymning tlie morn's return, than the r^ch dcHU^ 
Of gilded palaces ! and sweeter far—* , 
O ! far more graceful ! far more exqviif^itQ), 
The Widow's tear* bathing th^ living rp^. 
Than the rich rubyj blushing on th^ breast ^ . 
Of guilty greatness. Welfconip then to mer^ 
The Wij>Qw*sLt)wj4Y HOM£ : The. Soldier's KEiiuj 
The proud inheritor of Heav'n's best gifts^^ 
The mind unshackled, and the guilitless «oul4 
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MISTRESS GURION*S«CAT. 



A DOKSflTIC TALS* 



Old Mistress Guatok bad^ eat, 

A tabby, loveliest of jtbe race, 
Sleek as a doe, iind taine and fat, 

With velvet pam and whisker'd face ; 
The doves of Venus not so foir. 

Nor Juno's peacock half $o gr^nd 
As Mistress Gur^ok^s Tabby Rose, 

The proudest of the purring band t-^ 
So dignified in all her paces. 
She seem'da pupil of thb Graces] 
There never was sl finer creature 
In all the varying whims of Nature ! 

All liked Grimalkin, passing well ! 
Save Mistress GuRToN, and, 'tis said. 

She oftM'ith furious ire would snyell^ 
When, through neglect or . hunger kee;i^ 
Puss, with a pilfer'd scrap, was seen 
Swearing beneath the peut^hoqse shed : 
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For, like some favorites, she was bent 
On all things, yet with none content ; 
And still, whatever her place or diet. 
She could not pick her bone in quiet. 

Sometimes, new milk Grimalkin stole. 
And sometimes— over-set the bowl ! 
For over eagerness will prove 
Oft times the bane of what we love ; 
And sometimes j to her neighbour's home 
Grimalkin like a thief would roam, 
Teaching poor cats of humbler kind. 
For high example sways the mind ! 

Sometimes she paced the garden wall. 
Thick guarded by the shattered pane. 
And lightly threading with disdaih, 

FearM not ambition's certain fall ! 
Old china broke, or scratch'd her Dame, 
And brought domestic friends to shaihe ! 
And many a time this cat was curst. 
Of squalling thieving things the worst ! 
Wish'd dead, and menac'd with a string, 
For cats of such scant fame deserv'd to swin^g ! 

One day Report, for ever busy, 
Resolv'd to make Dame Gurton easy ; 
A neighbour came, with solemn look, 
And thus the dismal tidings broke. 
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*< Know you that poor Grimalkin died 

Last night, upon the pent-house side ? 

I beard her for assbtance call ; 

I heard her shrill and dying squall ! 

I heard her, in reproachful tone, 

Pont to the stars her feeble groan ! 

Alone I heard her piercing cries — * 

*** With not a friend to close her eyes /" 

''* Poor Puss ! I vow it grieves me sore 

Never to see thy beauties more I 

Never again to hear thee purr. 

To stroke thy back of zebra fur ; 

To see thy emral'd eyes, so bright, ^ 

Flashing around their lustVous light V 

Amid the solemn shades of night 1 « 

** Methinks I see her pretty paws — 

As gracefully she paced along ; 

I hear her voice, so shrill, among 
The chimney rows ! I see her claws. 

While like a tyger she pursued 
Undauntedly the pilf 'ring race ; 
I see her lovely whisker'd face 

When she her nimble prey subdued f 
And then how she would frisk and play,. 
And purr the evening hours away: 

VOL. II.* K 
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Now stretchM beside the social fire ; 
Now on the sunny lawn at noon^ 

Watching the vagrant birds that flew 

Across the scene of varied hue^ 
To peck the fruit. Or when the moon 

Stole o'er the hilis, in silv'ry suit, 
How would she chaunt her lovelorn tale. 

Soft as the wild EoUan lyre ! 
'Till evVy brute, on hill, in dale, 

ListenM with wonder mute !" 



^< O cease !'* exclainfM Dame Gurton straight, 

** Has my poor Puss been torn away ? 
Alas! how cruel is my fate. 

How shall I pass the tedious day ? 
Where can her mourning mistress find 
So sweet a cat ? so meek, so kind ! 

So keen a mouser, such a beauty. 
So orderly, so fond, so true. 

That every gentle task of duty 
The dear domestic creature knew ! 
Hers was the mildest tend'rest heart ! 
She knew no little cattish art ; 
Not cross, \ilie/av*rite cats, was she, 
But seem*d the queen of cats to be ! 
I caunot live— since doom'd, alas ! to part 
Jrom poor Grimalkij7 kind, the darling of mj 
heart !" 
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And now Dame Gurton, bathed in tears^ 

With a black top-knot vast appears : 

Some say that a black gown she wore^ 

As many oft have done before. 

For beings valued less, I ween. 

Than this, of tabby cats the fieivVite queen !«— 

But, lo! soon after, one fairdisty^ 
Pubs, who had only been a roving. 

Across the pent^house took her way 
To see her dame, so sad, and loving ; 
Eager to gre^ the mourning fair. 
She enter'd by a window, where 
A china bowl of luscious cream 
Was quivering in the sunny beam. 

Puss, who was somewhat tired and dry. 
And somewhat fond of beverage sweet, 
Beholding such a tempting treat, 

Aesolved its depth to try. 
She saw the warm and dazzling ray 
Upon the spotless surface play ; 
She purr'd around its circle wide. 
And gaz'd, and long'd, and mew'd, and sigh'd ! 
But Fate, unfriendly, did that hour controul, . 
She overset the cream, and smash'd the gilded 
bowl ! 
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As Mistress Gurton heard the thief, 

She started from her easy chair. 
And, quite unmindful of her grief. 

Began aloud to sWear ! 
« Curse that Toracioua beast I" she cried, 

" Here, Susan, bring a cord — 
I'll hang the vicious, ugly creature — 
The veriest pls^ue e'er form'd by nature !" 

And Mmtreis Guhtoh kept hw word — 
And poor Grimalxik— died ! 

Thus often we with anguish sore 
The dead in clam'rous grief deplore ; 
Who, were they once alive ag^a. 
Would meet the sting of cold disdwn ! 
For Friends, whom trifling fault* can sever, 
Aievalued most— wuw lost for ever! 



1S3 



THE ]LASCA1L 



Iir TWO PABTl* 



^^ Another day. Ah ! me, a day 

Of dreary Sorrow is begun! 
And still I loath the tempered ray. 

And still I hate the sickly Sun ! 
Far from my native Indian shore, 
I hear oi|r wretched race deplore ; 
I mark the smile of taunting Scorn, 
And curse the hour when I was bom ! 
I weep, but no one gently tries 
To stop my tear, or check my sighs ; 
For while my heart beats mournfully, 
))ear Indian home, I sigh for Thee! 
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** ffince, gaudy Sun ! I see no more 
Thy hottest glory gild the day ; 

Since, severed from my burning shore^ 
I waste the vapid hours away ; 

O ! darkness come ! come deepest gloom ; 

Shroud the young Summer's op'ning bloom ! 

Bum, tempered Orb, with fiercer beams 

This northern world ! and drink the streams 

That thro' the fertile rallies glide 

To bathe the feasted Fiends of Pride ! 

Or hence, broad Sun ! extinguish'd be ! 

For endless night encircles Me ! 

What is to me the City gay ? 

And what the board prof usely spread ? 
I have no home,- no rich array'. 

No spicy feast, no downy bed ! 
I with th& dogs am doom'd to eat. 
To perish in the pciopl'd street, 
To drink the tear of deep despair. 
The scoff and sccnrn of fools to bear ! 
I sleep upon the pavement stone, 
Or pace the meadows, wild — alone ! 
And if I curse my fate severe 
Some Christian Savage mocks my tear ! 
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« Shut out the Sun, O ! pitying Night ! 

Make the wide world my silent tomb ! 
O'ershade this northern, sickly light, 

And shroud me in eternal gloom ! 
My Indian plains now smiling glow. 
There stands my Parent's hoxel low. 
And there the toVring aloes rise, 
And fling their perfumes to the skies ! 
There the broad palm trees covert lend, 
There Sun and Shade delicious blend ; 
But here, amid the blunted ray. 
Cold shadows hourly cross my way. 

« 

" Was it for this, that on the main 

I met the tempest fierce and strong. 
And steering o*er the liquid plain. 

Still onward, pressed the waves among ? 
Was it for this the Lascar brave 
Toil'd like a wretched Indian Slave ; 
Preserved your treasures by his toil. 
And sigh*d to greet this fertile soil ? 
Was it for this, to beg, to die ! 
Where plenty smiles, and where the sky 
Sheds cooling airs ; while fev'rish pain 
Maddens the famish'd Lascar's brain I 



« Oft I the stately Camel led, 

And sung the short-bour'd night avay } 
And oft, upon the top-mast's head, 

Hatl'd the red Eye of coming day. 
The Tanyan'sback my mother bore; 
And oft the wavy Ganges roar 
LulL'd her to rest, as on she past, 
'Mid the hot sands and burning blast ! 
And oft beneath the Banyan tree 
She sate and fondly nourish'd me ; 
And while the noontide hour past slow 
I felt her breast with kindness glow. 

" Where'er I turn my sleepless eyes 

No cheek so dark as mine I see ; 
For Europe's Suns with softer dyes 

Mark Europe's favour'd progeny I 
Low is my stature, black my hair, 
The embUm of my Soul's despair ! 
My voice no dulcet cadence flings, 
To toucii soft pity's throbbing strings ; 
Then wherefore, cruel Briton, say, 
Compel my aching heart to stay ? 
" irrow's Sun may rise to see 
imish'd Lascar blest as thee T 
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The moifn had scarcely shed its rajs. 

When from the City's din he ran ; 
For he had fasted four long days, 

And faint bis Pilgrimage began ! 
The Lascar now, without a friend. 
Up the steep hill did slow ascend ; 
Now o'er the flow'ry meadows stole, 
While pain and hunger pinchd bis soul ; 
And new his fev'rish lip was dried. 
And burning tears his thirst supplyM, 
And ere he saw the Evening close, 
Far off, the City dimly rose. 

Again the Summer Sun fiam'd high, 
The plains were golden far and wide ; 

And fervid was the cloudless sky, 
And slow the breezes seem*d to glide : 

The gossamer, on briar and spray, 

Shone silv'ry in the solar ray ; 

And sparkling dew-drops, falling round. 

Spangled the hot and thirsty ground ; 

The insect myriads humm'd their tune 

To greet the coming hour of noon. 

While the poor Lascar Boy, in haste, 

Ficw, frantic, o'er tlie sultry waste. 
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And whither could the wand'rer go f 
Who would receive a stranger poor ? 

Who, whentbe blasts of night Bhonid blow. 
Would ope to him the friendly door ? 

Alone, amid the race of man, 

The sad, the fearful alien ran ! 

None would an Indian wand'rer bless ; 

None greet him with the fond caress ; 

None feed him, though with httnger keen 

He at the lordly gate were seen 

Prostrate, and humWy forc'd to crave 

A shelter for an Indian Slave. 

The noon-tide Sun, now fiaming wide, 

No cloud its fierce beam shadow'd o*er. 
But what could worse to him betide 

Than begging at the proud man's door? 
For clos'd and lofty was the gate. 
And there, in all the pride of state, 
'y Porter turn'd the key, 
1 of sullen soul was he — 
ow was fair ; but in his eye 
mper'd scorn, and tyranny ; 
ear him a fierce Mastiff stood, 
to bathe his fangs in blood. 



The weary Labgar turned away, 

For trembling fear his heart subdued, 
And down his cheek the tear would stray, 

Though burning anguish drank his blood I 
The angry Mastiff snarl'd as he 
TumM from the house of luxury ; 
The sultry hour was long, and high 
The broad-sun fiam'd athwart the sky — 
But still a throbbing hope possess'd 
The Indian wand'rer^s fevVish breast, • 
When from the distant dell a sound 
Of swelling music echo'd round. 

It was the church-bell's merry peal ; 

And now a pleasant house he view'd : 
And now his heart began to feel 

As though it were not quite subdu'd ! 
No lofty dome shew'd.loftier state, 
No pamperM Porter watch'd the gate. 
No Mastiff like a tyrant stood, 
Eager to scatter human blood ; 
Yet the poor Indian wand'rer found, 
E'en where Religion smiFd around, 
That tears had little pow'r to speak 
Wheii trembling on a sabU cheek! 
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With keen reproach, and menace rude> 
The Lascab Boy away was sent ; 

And now again he seemM subdu'd. 
And his soul sicken'd as he went. 

Now on the river's bank he stood ; 

Now drank the cool refreshing flood ; 

Again his fainting heart beat high ; 

Again he rais*d his languid eye ; 

Then from the upland's sultry side 

Look'dbac^, forgave the wretch, andsigh*d! 

While the proud pastor bent his way 

To preach of charity— and fray! 
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The Lascau Boy still jottrney^d on, 
For the hot Sun he well could beari 

And now the burnhig hour was gone, 
And Evening came, with softer air. 

The breezes kisi^d his sable breast, 

While his scorched feet the cold dew prest ; 

The waving flowers soft tears display 'd. 

And songs of rapture filFd the glade ; 

The South- wind quivor'd, o'er the stream 

Reflecting back the rosy beam ; 

While as the purpling twilight closM, 

On a turf bed — the boy repos'd. 
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And now, in fancy's aby dream. 

The Lascar. Boy his Mother spied ; 
And from ber breast a crimson stream 

Slow trickled down her beating side: 
And now be heard her wild, complain. 
As loud she shriek'd — but shriek'd in vain ! 
And now she sunk upon the ground, 
The red stream trickling from her wound ; 
And near her feet a murd'rer stood, 
His glitt' ring poniard tipp'd with blood ! 
And now, " farewell, my son !" she cried. 
Then clos'd her fainting eyes—and died ! 

The Indiaci'Wand'rer, waking, gaz'd. 

With grief, and pain, and horror, wild ; 
And tho' his fev'ri^ brain was craz'd. 

He rais'd his eyes to Heav'n, and smil'd : 
And now the stars were twinkling clev. 
And the blind Bat was whirling near. 
And the lone Owlet shriek'd, while he 
Still sate beneath a shelt'ring tree ; 
And now the fierce-ton'd midnight blast 
Acro ss thewi de heath howling past, 
Sivj!""""'"''^^ cavalcade he spied 

lit near the river's side. 
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He rose, and hast'Ding swifitly on, 
Call'd loudly to the sumptuous train, 

But soon the cavalcade was gone, 
And darkness wrapp'd the scene again. 

He followed still the distant sound ; 

He saw the lightning flashing round ; 

He heard the crashing thunder roar ; 

He felt the whehnin^ torrents pour ; 

And now, beneath a shelt ring wood. 

He listen'd to the tumbling flood — 

And now, with falt'ring, feeble breath, 

The fsLmish'd LascaIl pray'd for Death. 

And now the flood began to rise, 
And foaming rush'd along the vale ; 

The Lascar watch'd, with stedfast eyes, 
The flash descending quick and pale ; 

And now again the cavalcade 

Pass'd slowly near the upland glade ; 

But HE was dark, and dark the scene, 

The torches long extinct had been ; 

He call'd, but in the stormy hour 

His feeble voice had lost its pow'r, 

Till, near a tree, beside the flood, 

A night-bewilder'd Trav'ller stood. 
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The Lascak now with transport ran, 

" Stop ! stop !" he cried, with accents bold ; 
The Trav'ller was a fearful man, 

And next his life he priz'd bis gold. 
He heard the wand'rer madly cry ; 
He heard his footsteps following nigh ; 
He nothing saw, while onward prest. 
Black as the sky, the Indiaii's breast 
Till his firm grasp be felt ; while cold 
Down his pale cheek the big drop roU'd ; 
Then, struggling to be free, he gave 
A deep wound to the Lascas Slave. 

And now he groan'd, by p^n opprest. 

And now crept onward, sad and slow : 
And while he held his bleeding breast 
He feebly pour'd the plaint of woe : 
'< What have I done!" the Lascar cried 
'* That Heaven to me the pow'r deniejd 
Totouchthesoul of man, and share 
A brother's love, a brother's care ? 
Why is this dingy form decreed 
To bear oppression's scourge and bleed f 
Is there a God in yon dark Heav'n, 
;h monsters be forgiv'n i 
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•• Here, in this smiling land we find 

Neglect and mis'ry sting our race ; 
And still, whate'er the Lascar's mind. 

The stamp of sorrow marks his face!'* 
He ceas'd to speak ; while from his side 
Fast roll'd life's sweetly-ebbing tide, 
And now, though sick and faint was be^ 
He slowly climb'd a tall elm tree. 
To watch if near his lonely way 
Some friendly Cottage lent a ray, 
A little ray of chearful light. 
To gild the Lascar's long, long night! 

And now he hears a distant bell. 

His heart is almost rent with joy ! 
And who but such a wretch can tell 

The transports of the Indian boy ? 
And higher now he climbs the tree. 
And hopes some sheltVing Cot to see ; 
Again he listens, while the peal 
Seems up the woodland vale to steal ; 
The twinkling stars begin to fade, 
Anddawnlight purples o'er the glade ; 
And while the sev'ring vapours flee 
The Lascar Boy looks chearfully. 
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And now the Sun begins to rise 

Above the Eastern suaUnit blue; 
And o'er the pifuh the day-breeze tlJes« . 

And sweelJy bloom the fields of dew. 
The wand'ring wretch was chili'd, forbe 
Sate shivering in the tall elm tree ; 
And he was faint, and sick, and dry» 
And blood-shot was his fev'risb eye j 
And livid was hb-lip, while he 
Sate silent in the t^ elm tree. 
And parcbM his tongue, and quick his breath. 
And his dark cheek was cold as Deadi ! 

And nowa Cott£^l6w He sees. 

The chimney smoke, ascending grey, 
Floats lightly on the morning breeze 

And o'er the mountain glides away.. 
And now the Lark, on 6utt'ring wings. 
Its early song, delighted, sings ; 
And now, across the upland mead* 
The Swuns their Hocks to shelter lead ; 
The shelt'ring woods wave to and fro [ 
The yellow plains far distant glow ; 
And all things wake to life and joy, . 
*"' but thefamish'dlndiim Boy! 
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And now the village throngs are seen^ 

Each lane is peopled, and the glen 
From ev'ry op'ning path- way green 

Sends forth the bu^y hum of men. 
They cross the meads, still, all alone, 
They hear the wounded Lascar groan ! 
Far off they mark the wretch, as he 
Falls, senseless, from the tall elm tree I 
Swiftly they cross the river wide, 
And soon they reach the elm tree*s side; 
But ere the sufferer they behold, 
His withered Heart is DEAD^^and cold ! 
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A shepherd's l)og there was ; and he 

Was faithful to his roaster's will. 
For well he l6v*d his company 

Along the plain or up the hill ; 
All seasons were to him the same^ 
Beneath the sun's meridian flame ; 
Or when the wint'ry wind blew shrill and keen, 
Still the Old Shepherd's Dog was with his master 
seen. 

His form was shaggy clothed ; yet he 

Was of a bold and faithful breed, 
And kept his master company 

In smiling days, and days of need ; 
When the long evening slowly clos'd. 
When ev'ry living thing repos'd, 
When e'en the breeze slept on the woodlands round, 
The Shepherd's watchful Dog was ever waking 
found. 
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All night upon the cold turf he 

Contented lay, with list'ning care ; 
And though no stranger company, 
Qr lonely traveller rested there. 
Old Trim was pleas'd to guard it still ; 
For 'twas his aged master's will : — 
And so pass'd on the chearful night and day, 
*Till the poor Shepherd' s Dog was very old and grey. 

Among the villagers was he 

Belov'd by all the young and old ; 
For he was cheerful company 

When the north wind blew keen and cold : 
And when the cottage scarce was warm. 
While round it flew the midnight storm, 
When loudly, fiercely roU'd the swelling tide— ^ 
The Shepherd's faithful Dog crept closely by his 
side. 

When Spring in gaudy dress would be 
Sporting across the mefidows green, 
He kept his master company^ 

And all amid the flow'rs was seen ; 
Now barking loud, now pacing fast, 
Now backward he a look would cast. 
And now, subdu'd and weak with frolic play. 
Amid the waving grass the Shepherd's Dog would 
stay. 
3 
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Now, up the rugged path would he 

The steep haXUs summit slowly gaint 
And still be cheerful oompauy, 

Though shivering in the pelting rain ; 
And when the brook was frozen o'er. 
Or the deep snow conceal'd the moor. 
When the pale moon-beams scarcely shed a ray. 
The $hepherd's faithful' Dog wouldmark the dan- 
g rous way. 

On Sunday, :at the oldvyew tree, 

Which canopies the churclr-yard stile, 
Forc'd from his master's company, 

The faitlif ul Trim would mope awhile ; 
For then his master's only care 
Was the loud psalm, or fervent pray 'r ; 
And, 'till the throng thex:hurch*yard path retrod. 
The Shepherd's patient guard lay silent on the sod. 

Near their small hovel stood a tree, 

Where Trim was evVy morning found- 
Waiting his master^s company, 

And looking wistfully around ; 
And if, along the upland mead, 
He heard him tune the merry reed, 
O then! o'ei* hedge and ditch, thro'* brake and briar. 
The Shepherd's ddg-woiild haste, . with eyes that 
seem'd on fire. 
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And now he pac'd the valley :free. 

And now he bounded o'er the dew^ 
For well his master's coqipany 

Would flecompence his toil he knew ; 
And where a rippling rill was seen 
Flashing the woody brakes between , 
'Feaflessof danger, thro' the lucid tide 
The,Shepherd's eager dog, jrelping with joy, would 
glide. 

Full many a year the same was be. 

His lov^^still stronger every day. 
For in his master's company 

He had grown old, and very grey ; 
And now his sight grew dim ; and slow 
Up the rough mountain he would go. 
And his loud bark, which all the village knew. 
With ev'ry wasting hour, more faint and peevish 
grew. 

One mom to the low mead went he, 

Kous'd from his threshold-bed, to meet 
A gay and lordly company 1—^ 

The sun was bright, the air was sweet ; 
Old Trim was watchful of his care, 
His master's flockis were feeding there ; 
And, fearful of the hounds, he yelping stood 
Beneath a willow tree, that wav'd across the flood. 
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Old Trim -was urg'd to wrath, for he 
Was guardian of the meadow bounds ; 

Andy heedless of the company. 

With angry snarl attack'd the hounds I 

Some felt his teeth, though they were old. 

For still his ire was fierce and bold ; 

And ne'er did valiant chieftain feel more strong 

Than the Old Shepherd's Dog, when daring foes 
among. 

/ 

r 

The sun was setting o*er the sea. 

The breezes murmuring sad and slow, 
When a gay lordly company 

Came to the Shepherd's hovel low ; 
Their arm'd associates stood around 
The sheep-cote fence's narrow bound. 
While its poor master heard, with fix'd despair. 
That Trim, his friend, deem'd mad, was doom'd 
to perish there ! 

Thei kind old Shepherd wept, for he 

Had no such guide to mark his way. 
And, kneeling, pray'd the company 

To let him live his little day ! 
** For many a year my dog has been 
The only friend these eyes have seen ; 
We both are old and feeble, he and I — 
Together we have liv'd, together let us die I 
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** Behold his dim^ yet speaking eye ! 

Which ill befits his visage grim ; 
He cannot from your anger fly« 

For ;5low and feeble is old Trim ! 
He looks as though he fain would speak, — 
His beard is white — ^his voice is weak- 
He IS NOT MAD ! O ! then, in pity spare 
The only watchful friend of my small fleecy care !*• 

The Shepherd ceas'd to speak, for he 

Leant on his maple staff subdu'd ; 
While pity touch'd the company, 

And all poor Trim with sorrow view'd: 
Nine days upon a willow bed 
Old Trim was doom'd to lay his head, 
Oppress'd and sever*d from his master's door, 
Enough to make him mad — were he not so before. 

But not forsaken yet was he, 

For ev'ry morn, at peep of day. 
To keep his old friend company 
. The lonely Shepherd bent his way : 
A little boat across the stream. 
Which glitter'd in the sunny beam. 
Bore him, where foes no longer could annoy. 
Where Trim stood yelping loud, and almost 
MAD with joy ! 
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Six days had pas&'d, and still was he 

Upon the island left to roaoiy 
When on the stream ^ wither'd tree 

Was gliding .rapid 'Haidst the foam ! 
The little boat now onward prest, 
Danc'd o'er the river's ,bomiding breast, 
Till dash*d impetuous 'gainst the old tree's side. 
The Shepherd plung'd and groaned, then suok 
amid the tide. 

Old Trim, now.doom'd bis friend to s^e 
Beating the fpam with wasted breath, 

Resolved to bear him company 
E'en in the icy arms of death: 

Soon with exulting cries he bore 

His feeble master to the shore, 

Atidj standing o'er him, howl'd' in cadence sad. 

For fear and fondness now had nearly made him 

MAD. 

Together still their flocks they tend. 

More happy tlian the proudly great ; 
The Shepherd has no other friend — 
No lordly home, no bed of state ! 
But on a pallet, clean and low. 
They hear unmov'd the wild winds blow ; 
And though they ne'er another spring may see. 
The Shepherd and his Dog are chearful company. 
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A TILLAOB TALB« 



»ni 



1 WAS in a little western town 

An ancient Maiden dwelt: 
Her name was Miss, or Mistress, Brown, 
Or Deborah, or Derby : She 
Was doom'd a spinster pure to be. 
For soft delights her breast ne'er felt : 
Yet, she had watchful ears and eyes 
For ev*ry youthful neighbour. 
And never did she cease to labour 
A tripping female to surprize. 

And why was she so wond'rous pure, 
So stiff, so solemn — so demure ? 
Why did she watch with so much care 
The roving youth, the wand'ring fair i 
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The tattler, Fame, has said that she 
A spinster's life had long detested. 
But 'twas her quiet destiny 
Never to be molested ! — 
And had Miss Debby's form been grac'd. 
Fame adds, — She had not been so chaste ;• 
But since for frailty she would roam, 
She ne'er was taught — to look at home. 

Miss Debby was of mien demure, 

And blush 'd like any maid ! 
She could not saucy man endure. 

Lest she should be betray 'd ! 
She never fail'd at dance or fair 
To watch the wily lurcher's snare ; 

At church she was a model godly ! 
Though somstinies she had diflp'rent eyes 
Than those uplifted to the skies, 

Leering most oddly ! 
And Scandal, ever busy, thought 
She rarely practic'd — what she taught. 

Her dress was always stiff brocade. 

With laces broad and dear ; 
Fine cobwebs ! that would thinly shade 
Her shrivell'd cheek of sallow huej 
While, like a spider, her keen eye. 

Which never shed soft pity's tear, 
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Small holes in othors geer could spy, ^ 

And miscroscopic follies prying view. 
And sorely vex'd was ev'ry simple thing 
That wander'd near her never-tiring sting ! 

Miss Debby had a Parrot, who. 
If Fame speaks true. 

Could prate, and tell what neighbours did. 
And yet the saucy rogue was never chid ! 
Sometimes he talk'd of roving spouses 
Who wander'd from their quiet houses : 
Sometimes he call'd a spinster pure 
By names that virtue can't indure ! 
And sometimes told an ancient dame 
Such tales as made her blush with shame ! 
Then gabbled how a giddy mi^ 
Would give the boist'rous squire a kiss! 
But chiefly he was taught to cry, 
" fVho with the parson ioy'd ? O fie r 

This little joke Miss Debby taught him. 
To vex a young and pretty neighbour ; 
But by her scandal-zealous labour 

To shame she brought him ! 
For the old Parrot, like his teacher, 
Was but a false and canting preacher, 
And many a gamesome pair had sworn 
Such lessons were not to be borne. 
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At last, Miss Debby sore was flouted^ 

» 

And by her angry neighbours scouted ; 
She never knew one hour of rest,— 
Of ev'ry saucy boor the jest : 
The young despis'd her, and the sage 
LookM back on Tune's impartial page : 

They knew that youth was giv'n to prove 
The season of extatic joy, 
That none but cynics would destroy - 

The early buds of Love. 
They also knew that Dbbby sigh*d 
For charms that envious Time denyM ; 
That she was ves^d with jealous s|deen 
That Hymen passed her by, unseen. 
For though the spinster's wealth was known. 
Gold will not purchase hor&^-ahne* 
She and her Parrot now were thought 

The torments of their little s^ere : 
He, because mischievously taught, 

And she, because a maid austere !-— 
In short, she deem'd it wise to leave 
A place, where none remained to grieve. 

Soon, to a distant town removM, 
Miss Dbbby's gold an husband bought ; 
And all she bad her Parrot taught 

(Her Parrot now no more beloved) 
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Was quite forgotten. But, alas ! 
As Fate would have it come to pass, 
Her spouse was giv'n to jealous rage ; 
For, both in person and in^^^, 
He was the partner of Ms love, 
Ordain'd her second .self to proved 

One day, Old jEHKim had been out 

Witli merry friends to dine. 
And, freely talking,'bad no doubt 

Been also free with wine. 
One said, of all the. wanton gay . 

In the whole parish^ search it round, . 

None like the Parson could be found. 
Where a frail maid was in the way. 
Another thought the Parson sure 

To win the heart of maid or wife ; 

And would have freely pledg'd his life" 
That, young or old, or rich or poor. 

None could defy 
The magic of his rovii^ eye! 

Jenkins went home, bu^all the night 

He dream'd of this strange tale ! 
Yet bless'd his stars, with proud delight. 

His partner was not young, nor frail. 
Next morning, at the breakfast table, 
The Parrot^ loud as he was able. 
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Was beard repeatedly to cry, 

" JVho with the parsm toy'd ? Ofie ! 



n 



Old Jenkins listened, and grew pale, 

The Parrot then more loudly scream'd ; 
And Misti-ess Jenkins heard the tale, 

And much alarm'd she seem'd ! 
Trembling, she tried to stop his breath. 
Her lips and cheek as pale as death ! 
The more she trembled, still the more 
Old Jenkins view'd her o'er and o'er : 
And now her yellow cheek was spread 
With blushes of the deepest red* 

And now again the Parrot's tale 
Made his old tutoress doubly pale ; 
For cowardice and guilt,:-they.say. 

Are the twin farothei*s <^ the soul : 
So Mistress jBNKiNt. her dismay 

Could not controul ! 
While the accuser, now grown bold. 
Thrice o^er the tale of mischief told. 

Now Jenkins from the table rose, 
<* Who with the parson t<n/*d ?" he cried. 
** So, Mistress Frailty, you must play 
And sport your wanton hours away. 



{ 



■^. \ 



DEBORAH'd PARROT. 161 

And with your gold, a pretty joke. 
You thought to buy a pleasant doak^ 
A scrceu to hide your shame — but knotr 
I will not blind to ruin go. — • 
I am no modem spouse^ d'ye see^ 
Gold will not gild disgrace, with me !'* 
Some say he seiz'd bis feiuful bride. 

And came to blows ! 
Day after day the contest dire 
Augmented, with resistless ire 1 
And many a drubbing Debby bought 
For mischief she her Parrot taught ! 

Thus, Slanpbr turns against its maker : 
And if this little story reaches 
A Spinster wholier Parrot teaches, 
Let tier a better task puriraey 
And here the certain Venoeakcs view 
Which surely will, in time^ o'ertakr hsr. 
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THE MUBBERED MAIU 



High on the solitude of Alpine Hilb, 
O'er-topping the grand iniag'ry of Nature, 
Where one eternal winter seems to reign, 
An Hermit^s threshold, carpetted with moss. 
Diversified the scene. Above the flakes 
Of silv'ry snow, full many a modest flow'r 
Peep'd through its icy veil, and blushing op'd 
Its variegated hues ; the Orchis sweet. 
The bloomy Cistus, and the fragrant branch. 
Of glossy Myrtle! In his rushy cell 
The lonely Anchoret consumed his days, 
Unnotic'd and unblest. In early youth, 
Cross'd in the fond affections of his soul 
By false Ambition, from his parent home 
He solitary wander'd ; while the Maid, 
Whose peerless beauty won his yielding heart. 
Pined in monastic horrors ! Near his sill 
A little cross he rear'd, where prostrate low. 
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At day's pale glimpse^ or when the i setting pun 
Tissued the western sky with streamy gold^ 
His prisons he pour'd, for her wbose hcmrs ^ 
Were wasted in oblivion. -Winters passed. 
And summers faded, slow, unchearly all 
To the lone Hermit's sorrows: For stilLLoTe 
A dark, though unpolluted, altar rear'd 
On the white waste of wonders ! 

From4be pe^ 
Which marked his neighboring hut,' his humid^iye 
Oft wander'd o'er the rich expanse below y 
Oft trac'd the glow of vegetating spring, - '• 
The full-blown summer splendours, and the hue 
Of tawny scenes autumnal : Vineyards vast 
Clothing the upland scene, and spreading wide '' 
The promised tide nectareous ; while for him - 
The liquid lapse of the slow brook was seen 
Flashing amid the trees its.silv*ry wavp ! ^ - » » 
Far distant the blue mist of waters rose^'- ^ *< t ^ 
Veiling the radgy outline^ faintly greyv ' •' '* 
Blended with clouds, and shutting out the sun. 
The seasons stiUirevolv-d, and frtili w^^he • 

. • • • • • ,♦ 

By all forgotten, save by her, whose breast 
Sigh 'd in responsive sadness to the gale -^ '• ^ 
Tbdt'fewept her prison turre^si Five long -years 
Had seen his graces wither, ei*e his Sj^fing,. • - 
Of life was wasted. From the social scenes ^ 
Of human energy an alien driv'n. 
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He almost had forgot the face of Man.— 
No voice had met his ear, save when perchance 
The pilgrim wanderer, or the goatherd swain, 
Bewilder'd in the starless midnight hour. 
Implored the Hermit's aid, the Hermit's prayers ; 
And nothing loath^ by pity or by pray'r 
y/BS he to save the wretched. On the top 
Of his low rushy dome, a tinkling bell 
Oft told |he weary trav'Uer to approach 
Fearless of danger. The small silver sound 
In quick vibrations echo'd down the dell 
To the dim vallies quiet, while the breeze 
Slept on the glassy Leman. Thus he past 
His melancholy days, an alien man 
From all the joys <^ social intercourse^ 
Alone^ unpitied^ by the world forgot ! 

His scrip eacH morning bore the day's repast 
Gather^ on summits mingling with the clouds^ 
From whose bleak altitude tlie eye looVd down. 
While fast the giddy brain was rock'd by fear. 
Oft would he start from visionary rest, 
Whenfoamingwolyestheirmidnightchorushowrd,, 
Or blasts tremendous shatter'd the white cU&> 
While the^uge fragments, rifted by the storm, 
PlungM to the deH bdow. Oft would he sit 
In silent sadness on the jutting block 
Of snow-encrusted ice, and shuddVing mark : 
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(Amid the wonders of the frozen world) 
Dissolving pyramids, and threatening peaks. 
Hang o^er his hovel, terribly sublime. 

And oft, when summer breath'd ambrosial gales^ 
Soft sailing o'er the waste of printless dew 
Or twilight gossamer, his pensive gaze 
Trac'd the swift storm advancing, whose broad 
wing 

m 

Blacken'd the rushy dome of his low hut ; 
While the pale lightning smote the pathless top 
Of tow'ring Cenis, scattering high and wide 
A mist of fleecy snow. Then would he hear 
( Whije Mem'ry brought to view his happier days) 
The tumbling torrent, bursting wildly forth 
From its thawed prison, sweep the sha^y cliff 
Vast and stupendous ! strengthening as it fell, 
And delving, 'mid the saow^ a cavern rude ! 

So liv*d the Hermit, like an hardy tree 
Placed on a mountain's solitary brow, 
And destin'd, thro' the seasons, to endure 
Their wond'rous changes. To behold the facf , 
Of ever-varying Nature, and to mark ^ 

In each grand lineament the work of God ! 
And happier he, in total solitude. 
Than the poor toil-worn wretch, whose ardent soul 
That God has nobly orgaoiz^d^ but taught, 
3 
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For purposes unknown, to bear the scourge 
Of sharp adversity and vulgar pride. 
Happier, O ! happier far, than those who feel. 
Yet live amongst the unfeeling ! feeding still 
The throbbing heart with anguish or with scorn. 

One dreary night, when winter's icy breath 
Half petrified the scene, when not a star 
Gleam'd o'er the bleak infinity of space. 
Sudden the Hermit started from his couch 
With painful agitation. On his cheek 
The blanch'd interpreter of horror mute 
Sat terribly impressive ! In his breast 
The ruddy fount of life convulsive flow'd. 
And his broad eyes, fixM motionless as death, 
Gaz'd vacantly aghast ! His feeble lamp 
Was wasting rapidly ; the biting gale 
Pierc'd the thin texture of his narrow cell ; 
And silence, like a fearful centinel 
Marking the peril which awaited near, 
Conspir'd with sullen night to wrap the scene 
In tenfold horrors. Thrice he rose, and thrice 
His feet recoil'd; and still the livid flame 
Lengthen'd and quiver'd as the moaning wind 
Pass'd thro',the rushy crevice, while his heart 
Beat, like the death-watch, in his shudd'ring breast; 
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Like the pale image of Despair be sat. 
The cold ()rops pacing down his hollow cheekj^ 
When a deep groan assail'd his startled ear. 
And rous'd him into action. To the sill 
Of his low hovel he rush'd forth, (for fear 
Will sometimes take the shape of fortitude, 
And force men into bravery) and soon 
The wicker bolt unfastened. The swift blast. 

Now unrestrain'd, flew by ; and in its course 



The quiv'ring lamp extinguished, and again 

His soul was thrill'd with terror. On he went, 

Even to the snow-fring'd margin of the crag, 

Which to his citadel a platform made, 

Slipp'ry and perilous ! *Twas darkness, all ! 

All solitary gloom ! — The concave vast 

Of Heav'n frown'd chaos ; for all varied thin&s 

Of air, and earth, and waters blended, lost 

Their forms in blank oblivion ! Yet not long 

Did Nature wear her sable panoply : 

For, while the Hermit listen'd, from below 

A stream of light ascended, spreading round 

A partial view of trackless solitudes ; 

And mingling voices seem'd, with busy hum. 

To break the spell of horrors. Down the steep 

The Hermit hasten'd, when a shriek of deatl; 

Re-echoed to the valley; As he flew, 

(The treacherous pathway yielding to his^ speed,) 

Half hoping, half despairingr, to the scene 
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Of wonder- waking anguish, suddenly 
Th^ torches were extinct, and second night 
Came doubly hideous ; while the hollow tongue 
Of cavem'd wind^, with melancholy sound, 
Increas'd the Hermit's fears. Four freezing hours 
He wsLpcVd and pray'd : and now the gUmm'ring 

dawn 
Peered on the eastern summits ; (the blue light 
Shedding cold hn^tte on the colder brows 
Of Alpine desarts ;) while the filmy wing 
Of weeping twilight swept the naked plains 
Of the Lombardian landscape. 

On Ills knees 
The Anchoret blest Heav'n, that he had 'scapVl 
The many perilous and fearful falls 
Of waters wild and foamy, tumbling fast 
From the shagg'd altitude But, ere his pfay*r$ 
Rose to their destin'd Heav'n, another sight, ' 
Than all preceding far. more terrible. 
Palsied deyotiqn's ardour. On the snow. 
Dappled with ruby drops, a track was made 
By steps precipitate ; a rugged path 
Pown the steep frozen chasm bad markM the fate 
Of some night traveller, whose bleeding form 
Had toppled from the summit. Lower still 
The Anchoret descended, 'till arrived 
At the first ridge of silv'ry battlements, 
"Where, lifeless, ghastly, paler than the snow 



THE MUADBRED MAlO« J69 

On which her cheek reposed, his darling Maid 
Slept in the dream of Death ! Frantic ahd wild 
He clasp'd her. igtifiTning form, and bath'd with 

tears 
The lilies of her bosom — icy cold — 
Yet beautiful and spotless. 

Now, afar 
The wond'ring Hermit heard tlie clang of arms 
Re-echoing from tlie valley : the white cliffs 
Trembled as though an earthquake shook their base 
With terrible concussion ! Thundering peals 
From warfare's brazen throaty proclaimed the ap- 
proach 
Of conquering legions : onward they extend 
Their dauntless columns ! In the fcM'emost group 
A ruffian met the Hermit's startled eyes, 
Like helFs worst demon 1 For his ihurd*rous hands 
Were smear'd with gore ; and on his daring breast 
A golden cross, suspended, bore the name 
Of his ill-fated victim ! To his cell 
The soul-struck exile turn'd his trembling feet, 
Ahd after three lone weeks of pain and pray'r, 
"^ Shrunk from the scene of solitude — and died! 
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Dark was the dawn, and o'er the deep 

The boist'rous whirlwinds blew ; 
The Sea-bird wheel'd its circling sweep, 

And all was drear to view, 
When on the beach that binds the western shore 
The love-lorn Zelma stood, list'ning the tempest^s 
roar. 

Her eager Eyes beheld the main. 

While ott her Draco dear 
She madly called, but callM in vain. 

No sound could Draco hear, 
Save the shrill yelling of the &teful blast. 
While ev'ry Seamau's heart quick shuddered as it 
past* 

White were the billows, wide display'd 

The clouds were black and low ; 
The Bittern shriekM, a gliding shade 

Seem'd o'er the waves to go! 
The livid flash illum'd the clamorous main. 
While Zelma pour'd, unmark'd, her melancholy 
strain. 
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** Be still !" she cries, " loud tempest cease ! 

O ! spare the gallant souls !" 
The thunder roll& — the winds increase— 

The Sea like mountains rolls. 
While from the deck the the storm-worn victims 

leap. 
And o'er their struggling limbs the furious billows 
sweep. 

** O ! barb'rous Pow'r ! relentless Fate ! 

Does Heaven's high will decree 
That some should sleep on beds of state — 

Some in the roaring Sea ? 
Some nurs'd in splendour deal Oppression's blow, 
While worth and Draco pine — in Slavery and woe ! 

*^ Yon vessSl oft has ploughed the main 

With human traffic fraught ; 
Its cargo — our dark Sons of pain — ' 

For worldly treasure bought ! 
. What had they done ? O Nature tell me why 
Is taunting scorn the lot of thy dark progeny ? 

** Thou gav'st, in thy caprice, the Soul 

Peculiarly enshrin'd ; 
Nor from the ebon Casket stole 

The Jewel of the mind ! 
Then wherefore let the sufPring Negro'$ breast 
. Bow to his fellow man, in brighter colours drest, ^ 
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'' Is it the dim and glossy hue 

That marks him for despair ? 
While men with blood their hands embrue, 

And mock the wretches pray*r. 
Shall guiltless Slaves the scourge of t3nr«ots feel, 
Andy e'en before their God ! unheardi unp&ti^ 
kneel. 

** Could the proud rulers of the land 

Our Sable race behold ; 
Some bow'd by Torture's giant hand. 

And other's basely sold ! 
Then would they pity Slaves, and cry, with shame, 
Whate'er their tints may be, their souls are still 
the same ! 

<< Why seek to mock the Ethiop's face ? 

Why goad our hapless kind ? 
Can features alienate the raceT- 

Is there no kindred mind ? 
Does not the cheek which vaunts the roseate hue 
Oft blush for crimes thatEthiops never knew i 

** Behold I the angry waves conspire 

To check the barbVous toil ! 
While wounded Nature*s vengeful ire 

Roars round this trembling Isle ! 
And hark ! her voice re-echoes in the wind — 
Man was not formM by Heav'n to trample on his 
kind ! 
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** Torn from my n^other's aching breast> 

My Tyrant sought my love- 
But in the grave shall Zsxma rest. 

Ere she will faithless prove ; 
No, Draco ! — ^Thy companion I wUl.be 
To diat celestial realm where Negros shall be freet 

" The Tp-ant white man taught my mind 

The letter'd page to trace ; 
He taught me ii) the Soul to find 

No tint, as in the face : 
He bade my reason blossom like the tree — 
But fond affection gave the ripen'd fruits to thee.* 

<* With jealous rage he mark'd my love ; 

He sent thee far away ; 
And prison'd in the plaintain grove 

Poor Zelm A pas^'d the day ; 
But ere the moon rose high above the main 
Zelma and Love contriv'd to break the Tyrant** 
chain* 

" Swift, o'er the plain of burning Sand 

My course I bent to thee ; . 
And soon I reach'd the billowy strand 

Which bounds the stprmy Sea. : \ 

Draco ! my Love ! Oh yet thy Zelma's soul^ 
Springs ardently to thee, impatient of controul. 
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^^ Again the lightning flstsheA white 

The rattling cords among ! 
Now, by the transient ▼ivid light, 

I mark the frantic throng ! 
Now up the tatter'd shrouds my Draco flies. 
While o'er the plunging prow the curling billows 
rise. 

^' The topmast falls — ^tbree shackled slaves 

Cling to the YessePs side ! 
Now lost amid the madd'ning wayes— 

Now on the mast they ride — 
See ! on the forecastle my Draco stands^ 
And he now he waves his chain, now clasps hi& 
bleeding hands. 

** Why, "cruel white-man! when away 

My sable Love was torn. 
Why did you let poor Zelma stay. 

On Afric's sands to mourn ? 
No I Zelma is not left, for she will prove 
In the deep troubled main her fond-— her faithful 
Lover 

The laboring Ship was now a wreck, 

The shrouds were flutt'ring wide ; 
The rudder gone, the lofty deck 

Was rocked from side to side— 
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Poor Zelm a's eyes now dropped their last big tear 
While from her tawny cheek the blood recoil'd 
with fear. 

Now frantic, on the sands she roam'd. 

Now shrieking stopp'd to view 
Where high the liquid mountains foam'd 

Around the exhausted crew — 
'Till, from the^decky h^ Dracoes welUkTOwnfioirm 
Sprung 'mid the yawnAog ivaves, atid baff^ttefcl the 
storm. 



Long, on the swelling surge sustained, . . - . 

Brave Draco sought the $hore, » , . 
Watch'd the dark Maid, but ne'er complain'd. 

Then sunk, to s:ase no more i . 
Poor Zelma saw. him bivried by the wave^- . 
^nd, with her heart's, true Love, plung'd jfita 
wat'ry grave. ! . i. 
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THE DESERTED COTTAGE. 



Wna dwelt in yonder lonely Cot ? 

Why is it thus forsaken f 
It seems by all the world forgot, 
Abore its path the high grass grows. 
And through its thatch the north*wind bloti's 

«»Its thatch by tempests shaken. 

- . / i * . • . 

I 

And yet it tops a verdant hilt 

By Summer gales surrounded : 
Beneath its door a shallow rill 
Buns brawling to the yale below. 
And near it sweetest flowrets grow 

By banks of willow bounded* 

Then why is ey'ry casement dark i 
Why looks the Cot so chearless ? 
Ah ! why does ruin seem to mark 
The calm retreat where Love should dwelt, 
And Friendship teach the heart to swell 
With rapture pure and fearless P 
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There, far above the busy croud, 

IVlan may repose in quiet ; 
There smile that he has left the proud, 
And blest with liberty, enjoy 
More than Ambition^s gilded toy, 

Or Folly's sick'ning riot. 

For there, the ever tranquil mind, 

On calm Religion resting, 
May in each lonely labyrinth find 
The Deity, whose boundless pow*r 
Directs the blast, or tints the flow'r^-^ 

No mortal ipe molesting; < ' 

Stranger, yon spot was once the scene 

Where peace and joy resided : 
And oft the merry ttme has been 
When Lore and Friendship warm'd tiie breast. 
And Freedom, making wealth a jest, 

The pride of Pomp derided. 

Old Jacob was the Cottage Lord, 

His wide domain surrounding 
By Nature's treasure amply storM ; 
He ft'om his casement could behold 
The breezy mountain, ting'dwithgold, 

The varied landscape bounding ! 
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Tbe coming noro, vitfa lustre gay, 
Breath'd sweetly od his dwelling ; 
Tbe twilight veil of parting day 
Stole softly o'er bis quiet shed. 
Hiding the mountain's misty head, 
Where tbe night-breeze was swellings 

One lovely Guri Old Jacoi rear'd, 
And she was fair and blooming ) 
She like the morning Star appear'd, 
Swift gliding o'er tbe mountain's crest. 
While her blue eyes her soul confessed. 
No borrow'd rays asstuning. 

'Twas ber's the Ti^raot Iamb to lead. 

To watch the wild goat playing ; 

To join the Shepherd's tuneful reed. 

And, when the sultry Sun rose high. 

To tend the herds, deep-lowing nigh. 

Where the swift brook was straying. 

One sturdy Boy, a younker bold. 
Ere they were doom'd to sever, 

Maintain'd poor Jacob, sick and old ; 

But now, where yon t^l poplars wave, 
primroses adorn tbe grave — 
here Jacob sleeps, for £ver I 
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Voung, in the wars, the birave Boy fdl ! 

His Sister died of sadness ! 
But one remain'd their fate to tell, 
For Jacob now was left alone, 
And he, alas ! was helpless grown, 

And pin'd in moody madness* 

At night, by moonshine woiild he stray 

Along the upland dreary ; 
And, talking wildly all the way, 
Would fancy, 'till the Sun uprose, ' 

That Heaven, in pity, mark'd the vroeA 

Of which his soul was weary. 

One mom, upon the dewy grass 

Poor Jacob's sorrows ended, 
The woodland's narrow winding pass 
Was his last scene of lonely care, 
For, gentle Stranger, lifeless th^re 

Was Jacob's form extended ! 

He lies beneath yon poplar tree 
That tops the church-yard, sighing : 

For sighing oft it seems to be. 

And as its waving leaves, around, 

With morning's tears begem the ground 
The Zephyr trembles, flying. 
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And now behold yon little Cot 

All dreary and forsaken ; 
And know, that soon 'twill be thy lot 
To fall, like Jacob and his race, 
And leave on Time'sswift wing no trace 

Which ivay thy course is taken. 

Yet, if for Truth aadfeding known. 

Thou still shalt be lamented : 
For when thy parting sigh has flown. 
Fond Mem'ry on thy grave shall give 
A tear — to bid thy virtues hve ! 
Then — Smile, ahd be costehtzbI 
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TO AN INFANT SLEEPINa 



Sweet Baby Boy ! tliy soft cheek glows 
An emblem of the living rose ; 
Thy breath a zephyr seems to rise. 
And placid are thy half-closM eyes ; 
And silent is thy snowy breast, 
Which gently heaves in transient rest ; 
And dreaming is thy infant brain 
Of pleasure undisturb'd by pain. 

Soon will thy Youth to sorrow rise. 
And tears Mali dim those half-clos'd eyes ; 
And storms shall fade that living rose. 
And keen unkindness wound repose. 
Soon will thy slumbers painful be. 
And thou wilt watch and weep— like me ! 
And thou wilt shrink with fear aghast 
From wild Misfortune's chilling blast. 



183 , TO AN IRFAHT SLIEPIKO. 

Ah ! then oo more in batmy sleep 
Shall mem'ry fond her garland steep ; 
No more shall visions sweetly gay 
Sport in the coming beams of day ; 
No more thy downy pillow be 
A pillow, Boy, of down for thee ! 
For many a thorn shall ruthless Care 
In envious rancour scatter there ! 

Sweet Baby Boy! then sleep awhile, 
For Youth will never wake to smile ; 
Time flings its poisons round the bed 
Where Manhood lays his weary head : 
The summer day of life will lour 
As long. Poor Boy, as winter's hour, 
Unless the goddess Fortune brings 

le m^ic of her golden wings ! 
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A MADRIGAL. 



Oh ! sad and watchful waits the Lover 
Whose fate depends upon a smile. 

Who counts the weary minutes over. 
And chides his flutt'ring heart the while. 

Oh! proud and maddening is tne pleasure 
When to my sight thy form app^ars, 

Array'd in Nature's winning treasure 
Of blushing hopes and graceful fears. 

Then, rose of beauty, haste and cheer me. 
With lips like rubies come and smile ; 

Ah ! trust my faith, and do not fear me, 
I love too fondly to beguile ! 

The false and cunning may allure thee, 

And win thee only to betray ; 
I would not. Lady, so secure thee. 

Nor win thy favour for a day* 
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TbeD come and bless me, Nature's treasure ! 

Ob ! come and bid my sorrows flj ; 
Instruct my beart to tbrob with pleasure, 

Or bid me cease to bope — and die ! 

Ab ! rose of beauty, since tby lover 
For tbee a thousand lires would give. 

One grateful thought at least discover. 
One Lttle sigh to bid him — live! 



185 



TO THE WANDEKEK. 



AIt ELCOME ! once more, to this sad breast. 
Where pain and sorrow dwell ; 
Where feeling bids the quick pulse tell 
How long this heart has sigh'd for rest: 
Welcome, O Mem'ry, to this brain. 
Which long has throbb'd with feverish pain ; 
For thou in ev'ry thought canst prove 
That Time has never flown from Love. 

Reproach me not, vnih icy scorn, 

The fault was ever thine ; 

For thou awhile wert pleas'd to twine 
With Hope's fair flow'rs Affliction's thorn. 
Thou by caprice and folly led. 
In all my paths its influence shed. 
And bad ftiy sighing spirit prove 
That weary Time could menace Love ! 
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TO THE WAKDBREIU 



Then wonder not, if months and yean, 

I strove to fly from thee^ 

If vainly struggling to be free, 
I batb'd the bonds of truth with tears ! 
Ah ! wonder not that others tried 
To touch the deaden'd sense of Pride ; 
That others sought awhile to prove 
How Time neglected flies from Love. 

Then O ! forbear reproachful lays 

To mingle with thy fears ; 

While Hope in lovelj- garb appears, 
Witli happier hours and calmer days. 
Thrice twelve long months have taught my mind 
The patient task of peace resign^ ; 
And must I, ♦ ♦, must I prove 
That Time has faiPd to vanquish Love ! 



f 
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STANZAS TO FLORA. 



List others wreaths of roses twine. 
With scented leaves of eglantine ; 
Enamell'd buds and gaudy flow'rs. 
The pride of Flora's painted bow'rs; 
Such common charms shall ne'er be wove 
Around the brows of him I love. 



'f 



ra.' 






Fair are their beauties for a day, 
But swiftly do they fade away.; 
Each Pink sends forth its choicest sweet 
Aurora's warm embrace to meet ; 
And each inconstant breeze that blows 
Steals essence from the musky Rose. 

Then lead me, Flora, to the vale. 
Where, sheltered from the fickle gale. 
In modeit garb, amidst the gloom. 
The constant Mjnrtle sheds perfume ; 
And hid secure from prying eyes. 
In spotless beauty blooms and dies. 
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And sliould its velvet leaves dispense 
No powerful odours to the sense ; 
Should no proud tints of gaudy hue 
With dazzling lustre pain the view ; 
Still shall its verdant boughs defy 
The northern blast, and wintry sky. 

Ahy Venus ! should this hand of mine 
Steal from thy tree a wreath divine. 
Assist me, while I fondly bind 
Two hearts, by holy Friendship join'd ; 
Thy cherish'd branches then shall prove 
Sacred to Truth, as well as Love. 
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STANZAS TO LOVfi. 



a 



Xell me, Love, when I rove o'er some far difrr 
tant plain. 
Shall I cherish the passion that dwells in my 
breast ? 
Or will Absence subdue the keen rigours of pain| 
And the swift wing of Time bring the balsam 
. of rest? 

Shall the image of him I was born to adore 
Inshrin'd in my bosonjmy idol still prove ! 

Or, seduced by caprice, shall fine feeling no more 
With the incense of truth gem the altar of Love I 

When I view the deep tint of the dew-dropping 
rose, 

Where the bee sits enamourM its nectar to sip ; 
Then, ah say ! will not memory fondly disclose 

The softer vermilion that glow*d on his lip f 
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Will the Sun, when he rolls in his chariot of fire^ 
So dazzle my mind with the glare of his rajrs. 

That my senses one moment shall cease to admire 
The more perfect refulgence that beam'd in hi^ 
lays? 

When the shadows of twilight steal over the plain^ 
And the Nightingale pours its lorn plaint in the 
grove ; 
Ah ! will not the fondness that thrills thro' the 
strain^ 
Then recall to my mind his dear accents of Love! 

Then spare, thou sweet Urchin, thou soother of 
pain. 
Oh! spare the soft picture engravM on my 
heart; 
As a record of Love let it ever remain ; 
My bosom thy tablet — thy pencil a dart. 
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LOVE AND REAAOfr; 



T^ovz said to Reason, *^ Know my powV, 
14or vaunt thy pedant rules ; 

t can the sweetest natures sour. 
And make the wisest fools, 

** I bid Philosophy submit , 

I make the dullest gay ; 
Xo idiots lend a gleam of wit. 

Or darken Wisdom's ray. 

t can teach proud and freezing Scorn 
^ ' To feel my potent skill ; 
The sternest face with smiles adorn, 
The cold with rapture thrill." 

** 'Tis true," indignant Reason said, 
** Too much of pow'r's thy own : 

Yet 'tis where I refuse my aid. 
That only thou art known. 

" But Time, that conquers e'en thy art, 

Bids Reason's altar burn. 
And as he calms the fev'rish heart, 

I triumph in my turn.'* 
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TO A FRIEND. 



Cold blows the wind upon the mountain's brow ; 

In murmuring cadence wave the leafless woods ; 
The feath'ry tribe mope on the frozen bough. 

And icy fetters hold the silent floods : 
But endless Spring the Poet's breast shall prove. 
Whose Genius kindles at the torch of Love. 

For him, unfading, blooms the fertile mindy 
The current of the heart for ever flows ; 

Fearless his bosom braves the wintry wind, 
While thro* each nerve eternal summer glows ; 

Jn vain would chilling Apathy controul 

The lambent fire that warms the lib'ral soul ! 

To me the limpid brook, the painted mead, 
The crimson dawn, the twilight's purple close ; 

The mirthful dance, the shepherd's tuneful reed. 
The musky fragrance, of the opening rose : 

To me, alas ! all pleasures senseless prove. 

Save the sweet converse of the Friend I love. 
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LIFE. 



** What is tbif world P— -thy school, O miser j ! 
"' Our od\j lesson is to learn to su^er." 



YO0NO. 



Love, tbou sportivfe fickle boy, 
Source of anguish, child of joy ^ 
Ever wounding— ever stniliiig, * 
Soothing stilly and still b^tfiling : 
What are all thy boasted treasures. 
Tender sorrows, transient pleasures ? 
Anxious hopes, and jealous fears. 
Laughing hours, and mourning years. 
Fancy's balm for ev'ry wound. 
Ever sought, but rarely found ! 
Deck'd with brightest tints at mom, 
At twilight withering on a thorn ; 
Like the gentle rose of spring, 
Chill'd by ev'ry zephyr's wing : 
Ah ! how soon its colour flies, 
Blushes, trembles, falls, and dies, 
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What is Youth ? — a smiUng sorrow. 
Blithe to-day, and sad to-morrow ; 
Never fix'd, for ever ranging. 
Laughing, weeping, doating, changing; 
Wild, capricious, giddy, rain, 
Cloy'd with pleasure, nursM widi pun ; 
AoE steals on with wint'ry face, 
Ev'ry rapturous Hope to chase ; 
Ijke a wither'd, sapless tree, 
Bow*d to chilling Fate's decree ; 
Strip'd of aH its foilage gay. 
Drooping at the close of day ; 
What of tedious life rftmsiss.?. 
Keen regrets and cu)*e)e*ft, pvm { 
Till Death appears, a welcome ftiend* 
To hid the scena of surow end. 
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" I will iiutittct mj Sorrow! to be Proud." 

Sbakjejpiau* 



Tis PAST ! and now, remorseless Fate, 
Thy Victim braves thy direst hate. 
My mind resists thy poisonM dart, 
And conscious pride sustains my heart ; 
Behold my placid smiles disclose, 
The pang is past that seaPd my uroei ! 

Since now, no more to grief a pf6y , 
My tranquil hoars shall glide away ; 
Since Reason firom my sated brain 
Shall tear the records of past pain ; 
Since warring passions sink to rest. 
And fierce resentment leaves my breast ; 
Since from the wreath fond Fancy made, 
Hope's transient flow'rs for ever fade j 
One proud indignant tear shall prove 
The signal of expiring love. 
Sweet offspring- of long cherish'd woe, 
No more thy glittering fount shall flowf 
Bnt trembling iit its azure cell, 
ConcealM in hau^ty silence dweQ ; 
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Or iff perchance, one drop should steals 
The pangs of memory .ta rereal, 
On my cold bosom sbalt thou shine, 
A peerless gem — on Feeling's shrine I 

Now if remorse can touch thy hearty 
Or gracious deeds one joy impart ; 
O, if Reflection turns at last 
To all my proud af&ction past^ 
Which shar'd each pang that wrung thy breast^ 
And sooth'd thy wounded mind to rest ; 
When soft-ey'd Sympathy entwin'd 
A feath'ry chain y ,^by heart to bind } 
And with responsive sighs dispell'd 
Each wayward passion that rebelrxl ; 
Calming with Friendship's dulcet spunds^ 
The anguish of dark Falsehood's wounds j^ 
When friends were coldy and foes severe^ 
And smiling Envy stung thine ear 'f 
Who, with meek counsel, bade thee know 
The specious garb tha.t veiPd the foe ? 
And turning from thy breast his wound, 
Saw, in strong spells, the mischief bound? . 
When Fortune, smiling, on my lot, 
lUum'd with joy my favoured cot ; 
When sportive Love, a wreath entwin'd^ . 
The graces of my breast to bind ; 
When Youth rusb'd forward to bestow 
On my warm lip the ruby's glow ; 
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'When Health spread rapture o'er my cheek. 
That bade th^ blushing roses speair, 
And gave my eye the spark divine — 
Say, were not all thesp treasures thine ? 

When lust'rous summer deck'd my bowVs, 
And hung my couch with rarest flow'rs ; 
When plenty crown'd my little board^ 
With- all abundant Nature stor'd ; 
When social Mirth's enlivening strain 
Mock'd the dull groan of worldly pain ; 
When e'en Philosophy confessed 
That Love's pure flame could warm the breast ; 
When Wisdom listened as I sung. 
To catch new precepts from my tongue ;— 
Say, did such trivial flatteries move 
The heart enslav'd by thee and tovE i . 

Tis PAST ! now Reason's sober light 
Steals through the gloom of mental night ; 
Since Love's fond tale can cheat no more. 
And e'en false Hope's bright dream is o'er. 

Come, gentle Peace ! these eye-lids close 
On some blest pallet of repose ; 
And thou, dear Muse, in pity give 
One wreath, to bid my Memory live: 
Then will I smile at envious Fate's decree, 
Forget MY WOES, myself, the world, and thee. 
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TO A FAXSE FRIENIX 



ut naT4no« w ^affso* 



The seasons, lover false ! areclimgifig slow. 
And now Winter passes by on miowjt wing 9 

Swiftly the zephyrs bid their pinions go, 
Wafting the perfam'd harbinger of Spring I 

The Smnmer blushes as she steak away, 

And short, though splendid, is her glowing day t 

Then Autumn comes, in tawny graoes dresl, 
And in majestic solemn pomp retires ; 

Rich are the trappings of her burning breast. 
And her broad eye Sames undulating fires I 

J greet thee. Season ! for my ardent soul 

Like thee^ must own, the stormy hours pontroul ! 

The Spring of joy no more shall bid me see 
Young budding blossoms of delightful hue ! 

Nor shall luxuriant Summer smile for me ; 
Nor thou, red Autumk, open to my view ! 

Then come, thou season turbulent, and prove 

How weak thy storm oppos'd to hopeless love ! 
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In vain you fly me ! on the madd'ning main 
Sappho shall haunt thee 'mid the whirlwind's roar; 

Sappho shall o'er the mountains chaunt her strain^ 
And Echo bear k to thy distant shore ! 

No scene upon the world's wide space shall be 
A scene of rest^ ungrateful man, to thee ! 

• 

When the wind howls along the forest drear. 
Or ;faiiitly whispers on the curling setf. 

My voice upon the dying gale to hear 

Thou shalt awake—- iand call, in vwi, on me ! 

And when the mormng beam illumes the sky ^ 

My faded fonn shall meet thy sleepless eye 1 

False Lover! no, upon the tow'ring ste^; 

WbeireFame her temple rears, defying T'mn^% 
Sappho shall mark uoaw'd the bounding deep^ 

And meet bar fate with fortitude dublime t 
And while thy name to blank Oblivion fades, 
Sappho sball smiling seek tb' Slysian shades. 
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STANZAS TO A FRIEND. 



Ah! think no more that. Life's delusive joys 
Can charm my thoughts from Friendship's 
dearer claim ; 

Or wound a heart that scarce a wish employs. 
For age to censure, or discretion h)ame. 

Tir'd of the world, my weary mind recoils 
From splendid scenes arid transitory joysj 

From fell Ambition's false and fruitless toils, 
FromhopethatBatters,andfrom bliss that cloys. 

With thee, above the taunts of empty pride. 

The rigid frowns to youthful error giv'n, 
''""^ent in solitude my griefs I'll hide, 

ly voice my counsellor, thy smiles my Heav'n. 

1 thee I'll hail the morn's returning ray, 
r climb the dewy mountain bleak and cold ; 
he smooth lake observe the sun-beams play, 
r mark the infant flow'rs their buds unfold. 
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Pleased will I watch the glittVing queen <Jf night 
Spread her white mantle o'er the face of Heaven ^ 

And from thy converse snatch the pure deligiit^ 
By truth sublime to mental feeUng given. 

And as the varying seasons glide away, 
This moral lesson shall my bosom learn ! 

How Time steals on, while blissful hours decay 
Like fleeting shadows — never to return ! 

And when I see thy warm unspotted mind 

Torn with the wound of broken Friendship** 
dart ; 

When sickness chills thy breast with pangs unkind^ 
Or ruthless sorrow preys upon thy heart ; 

The task be mine to soothe thee to repose, 
To check the sigh, and stay the trickling tear, 

Or with soft sympathy to share thy woes ;— 
O proudest rapture of the soul sincere ! 

And ye who flutter thro' the vacant hour. 
Where tasteless -Apathy's empoison'd wand 

Arrests the vagrant sense with numbing pow'r. 
While vanquish 'd Reason bows at her command; 
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O say, vbat bliss can tnuisient Life hegtaw, 
WhMbalmsograte&il to tlie social miiid 
As Frieoddiip's voice — where genUe precepts 
flow 

From the West source of sentiment refin'd ? 

When Fate's stern band shall close my weeping 
eye. 

And seal,at length, my wand'ring spirit's doom ; 
Oh! may kind Friendship catch my parting sigh. 

And cheer with Hope the terrors of the Tomb ! 
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IT HEN fragrant gales and summer sbow'n 
CalI'd forth the sweetly-scented flow'rs ; 
When ripen'd sheaves of golden grain 
StrewM their rich*treasures o'er the plain ; 
When the full grape did nectar yield, 

In tepid drops of purple hue ; 
When the thick grove and thirsty field 

Drank the soft show'r, and bloomed anew : 
O then my joyful heart did say, 
" Sure this is Nature's Holy-day I" 

But when the yellow leaf did fade. 
And every gentle flow'r decay'd ; 
When whistling winds and drenching raia 
Swept with rude force the naked plain ; 
When o'er the desolated scene 

I saw the drifted snow descend. 
And sadness darkened all the green, 

And Nature^s triumphs seem'd to end : 
O then my mourning heart did say, 
** Thus Youth shall vanish. Life decay !" 



When Beauty blooms, and Fortane smiles. 
And Wealth the easy breast beguiles ; 
When Pleasure from her downy vings 
Her soft bewitching incense flings ; 
Then Friends look kinA— and round the heart 

The brightest flames of Passion move, 
False FJatt'ry's soothing strains impart 

The warmest Friendship, fondest Love i 
But when capricious Fortune flies, 
ThenFRiEi^DSHlP fad.es, — and {*assion dies. 
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LINES WUnTEN ON THE SEA-COAST. 



J I ... i . 8 



SwlFT o*er the bounding deep the Vessel glide^^ 
Its streamers fluttering in the summer gales^ 

The lofty mast the breezy air derides, 
As gaily o'er the glittering surf she sails* 

Now beats each gallant heart with innate joys," 
Bright hopes and tender fears alternate vie, . 

Dear schemes of pure delight the mind employs, 
And the soul glistens in die tearful eye. 

The fond expecting Maid delighted stands 
On the bleak summit of yon chalky bourn, 

With waving handkerchief and lifted hands 
She hails her darling sailor's safe return* 

Ill-fated Maid, n^^er shall thy gentle breast 
The chaste i*eward of constant passion prove ; 

Ne'er shall that timid form again be pressed 
In the dear bondage of unsullied love : 
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Stern Heaven forbids — the dark o'erwhelming deep 
Mocks the poor pilot's skill, and braves his sighs ; 

O'er the high deck the frothy billows sweep, 
And the fierce tempest drowns the sea-boy^s cries* 

The madd'ning ocean swells with furious roar ; 

See the devoted bark^ the shatter'd mast! 
The splitting hulk, dash'd on the rocky shore, 

Rolls 'midst the bowlings of the direful blast. 

O'er the vex*d deep the vivid sulphur flies, 
The jarring elements their clamours blend, 

The deafning thunder roars along the skies, 
And whistling winds from lurid clouds descend. 

The laboring wreck, contending with the wave. 

Mounts to the blast, or plunges in the main ; 
The trembling wretch, suspended o'er his grave. 

Clings to the tatter'd shrouds ; the pouring rain 
Chills his sad breast : — methinks I see him weep, 

t hear his fearful groan, ^is mutter'd pray'r. . 
O cease to mourn ! behold the yawning deep. 

Where soon thy weary soul shall mock Despair ! 
Yes, soon thy aching heart shall rest in peace : 
For in the arms of Death all human sorrows cease. 
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«« Enoagh for me > that to the Ust'ning swains 
Fint in these fields I sang the »yUuk strains.'* 



TO POPB*S OAK* 



Written ander an Oak in Windsor Forctst, bearing the followtng 

Inscription. 

** HgRB Pope first sung V* O hallowM tree I 
Such is the boast thy bark displays ; 
Thy branches, like thy patron's lays. 

Shall ever, ever, sacred be ; . " 

Nor withVlng storm, nor woodman's stroke, 
Shall harm the Poet's favourite Oak« 

Twas here he woo'd his Muse of fire, 

WhUe Inspiration's wond'rous art. 

Sublimely stealing thro' his heart. 
Did Fancy's proudest themes inspire ; 

Twas here he wisely learnt to smile 

At empty praise and courtly guile. 



20S To pope's 0AK« 

Retired from flatt'ring, specious arts. 
From fawning sycophants of state. 
From knaves with ravaged wealth elate^ 

« 

And little slaves with tyrant hearts : 
In conscious freedom nobly proud, 
He scorn'd the envious grovling crowd. 

Tho' splendid domes around them rise, 
And pompous titles lull to rest 
Each struggling virtue in the breast, 

•Till Pow*r the place of Worth supplies ; 
The wretched herd can never know 
The sober joys these haunts bestow. 

Does the fond Muse delight to dwell. 
Where freezing penancie spreads its shade ? 
Where scarce the sun's warm beams pef vade 

The hoary Hermit's dreary cell ? ' 
Ah! no— There Superstition blind 
With torpid langottr chills the mind. 

Or does she seek Life's busy scene. 
Ah! no, thesotdid mean and proud. 
The little, trifling, fluttering crowd. 

Can never taste her bliss ierene ; 
She flies from Fashion's tinsel toys, 
Nor courts her smile, nor shares her joys. 



TO P0PA*S oak. 809 

Nor can the dull pedantic mind 

E^er boast her bright creatire fires ; 

Above constraint her wing aspires. 
Nor rigid spells her flight can bind ; 

The narrow track of mtisty schools 

She leaves to plodding vapid fools. 

To scenes like these she bends her way, 
Here the best feelings of the soul 
Nor interest taints, nor threats controul, 

Nor vice allures, nor snares betray ; 
Here, from each trivial hope removM, 
Our Bard first sought the Muse he lovM. 

Still shall thy pensive gloom difiuse 
The verse sublime, the dulcet song ^ 
While roiind the Poet^s seat shall throng 

Each rapture sacred to the Muse ; 
Still shall thy vetdant branches be 
The bow'r of wond'rous minstrelsy. 

When glow-worms light their little fir^s, 
The am'rous swain and timid maid 
Shall sit and talk beneath thy shade. 

As £ve*s last rosy tint expires ; 

While on thy boughs the plaintive Dovo 
Shall learn from them the tale of Love. 

VOL» II. P 



210 TO pope's oak. 

When round the quiv'ring moon-beams plaj» 
And Fairies form the grassy ring, 
'Till the shrill Lark unfurls his wing, 

And soars to greet the blushing day^ 
The Nightingale shall pour to thee 
Her song of love-lorn melody. 

When thro' the forest dark and drear 
Full oft, as ancient stories say. 
Old Hekne the Hunter* loves to stray, 

While village-damsels quake with fear ; 
Nor sprite or spectre shall invade 
The deep repose that marks thy shade. 

Blest oak! thy mossy trunk shall be 
As lasting as the Laurel's bloom 
That decks immortal Virgil!s tomb. 

And fam'd as Shakspere's hallow 'd tree ; 
For every grateful Muse shall twine 
A votive Wreath to deck thy shrine. 



• Shakspere's Merrjr Wives of Windsor. 
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STANZAS TO THE ROSE. 



S^WEET Picture of Life's chequer'd hour ! 

Ah, wherefore droop thy blushing head ? 
Tell me, oh tell me, hapless flow'r. 

Is it because thy charms are fled ? 
Come, gentle rose, and learn from me 
A lesson of Philosophy. 

Thy scented buds Life's joys disclose, 
They strew our paths with magic sweets. 

Where many a thorn like thine, fair Rose, 
Full oft the weary wand'rer meets : 

And when he sees thy charms depart. 

He feels thy thorn within his heart. 

When Morn's bright torch illum'd the sky, 
Vainly thy flaunting buds displayed 

Enameird leaves of crimson die, — 
Ill-fated blossoms- dooto'd to fade : 

^Tis so with Beauty, hapless flow'r, 

Its lustre blooms but for an hour. 
2 



312 STANZAS TO THE ROBZ. 

Come, blushing kose, and on mybreas- 
Recline thy gentle head, aad die ; 

Thj scatter'd leaves shall there be press'd^ 
Batb'd with a tear from Pity's eye : 

There shall thy balmy sweets impart 

An essence grateful to my heart. 

Thus Sympathy, with lenient pow'r. 
Shall bid thy fading charms bestow 

Soft odours for life's happy hour. 
Kind healing balsam for its woe ! 

If such thy virtues, rose divine! 

Oh ! may thy envied fate be mine. 
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TO THB BCTRTLE. 



Ukfabinc branch of verdant hue,^ 

In modest sweetness drest. 
Shake off thy pearly tears of dew. 

And decorate my breast. 

Dear emblem of the feeling mind. 

Truth's conjsecrated tree ! 
Still shall thy trembling blossoms find 

A fiiithf nl friend in me. 

Nor chilling breeze, nor drizzling rain^ 
Thy glossy leaves can spoil, 

Their sober beauties fresh remain 
In every varying soil. 

If e*er this aching heart of mine 
A. wand'ring thought should prove, 

O let thy branches round it twine, 
And bind it fast to Love ! 
3 



214 TO THE MYRTLE. 

For, ah ! the little Buttering thing. 

Amidst Life'jj tempest rude, 
Has felt Affliction's sharpest sting, 

Yet triumphs unsubdued ! 

Like thee it braves the wintry wind 
And mocks the storm's fierce pow'r j 

Tho' from its hopes the blast unkind 
Had torn each promis'd flow'r. 

Tho* round its fibres barb'rous fate 

Has twin*d an icy speH, 
Still in its central fires elate 

The purest passions dwell. 

When Life's disasf rous scene is fled, 

This humble boon I crave : 
Oh ! bind your brandies round my hesad. 

And blossom on my grave ! 
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STANZAS. 



VfHYf if perchance thy gaze I meet, 

Glows my wan cheek with crimson dye ? 
Why do my languid pulses beat 

With quick'ned throbs when thou art nigh ? 
Why does my fault'ring language fail, 

My trembling form its strength forego ; 
Why do my quiv'ring lips turn pale, 

Chill'd by the touch of secret woe ? 

Say, when thy tuneful voice I hear. 

Why does my anguish'd bosom swell ? 
Why steals the fond unbidding tear 

The soul's dire agony to tell ? 
Why when my feeble hand you press. 

And whisper passion^s transport sweet. 
Why do I shun the fond caress, 

And dread thy ardent flame to meet ? 



Si6 STAHZAS. 

Ah ! 'tb because too well I know 

Love is a tyrant fickle boy ; 
His smiles conceal the paqgs of woe, 

Hisdearestgiiit is short-liy'd joy. 
He soars aloft oa Lovers' sighs ; 

In breaking hearu bb temple rears. 
With ciuuiiog care be blinds our eyes, 

Then, laughing, mocks our foiling tears. 
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INSCRIBED TO MARIA, 



MY BSLOVSD DAVOHTEB* 



The rose that hails the moniia|r 

ArrayM in all its sweets^ 
Its mossy couch adorning, 

The SUN enamoured meets ; 
Yet y^hen the warm beam rushen 

Where, hid in gloom, it lies, 
O'erwhelm'd with glowing blushes, 

The hapless victim dies! 

Sweet Maid, this rose ditoovers 

How frail is beauty's doom, 
When Flattery round it hovers 

To spoil its proudest bloom. 
Then shun each gaudy pleasure 

That lures thee on to fade. 
And guard thy Beauty's treasure,^ 

To decorate a shade ! 



HIM WHO WILL UNDERSTAND THEM. 



Xhoo art no more my bosom's friend 
Here must the sweet delusion end, 
That charm'd my senses many a year. 
Thro' smihng summers, winters drear. — 
O, friendship! am Idoom'dto find 
Thou art a phantom of the mind ? 
A glitt'ring shade, an empty name. 
An air-born vision's vap'rish fiameif 
And yet, the dear deceit so long 
Has wak'd to joy my matin song, 
Has bid my tears.forget to flow, 
Ciias'd ev'ry pain, sooth'd ev'ry woe ; 
That Truth, unwelcome to my ear, 
Swelis the deep sigh, recalls the tear, 
is to the sense the keenest smart, 
cks the warm pulses of tlie Heart, 
kens my Fate and steals away 
1 gleam of joy thro' life's S&d day. 



LINES TO HIM, &C, 219 

Britain, Farewell ! I quit thy shore, 

My native Country charms no more ; 

No guide to mark the toilsome road ; 

No destinM clime ; no fixM abode ; 

Alone and sad, ordainM to trace 

The vast expanse of endless space ; 

To view, upon the mountain's height. 

Thro* varied shades of glimm'ring light 

Ttie distant landscape fade away 

In the last gleam of parting day : 
Or, on the quivering lucid stream. 
To watch the pale moon's silv'ry beam ; 
Or when, in sad and plaintive strains, 
The mournful Philomel complains. 
In dulcet notes bewails her fate. 
And murmurs for her absent mate ; 
Inspired by Sympathy divine, 
I'll weep her woes — ^for they are mine. 
^Driven by my Fate, where'er I go 
O'er burning plains, o'er hills of snow. 
Or on the bosom of the wave. 
The howling tempest doom'd to brave. 
Where'er my lonely course I bend 
Thy iipage shall my steps attend ; 
Each object I am doom'd to see 
Shall bid remembrajice turn to Thee. 



S20 LINES TO HIM 

Yes ; I shaU view thee in each Flow'r, 
That changes with the transient hour : 
Thy wand'ring Fancy I shall find 
Borne on the wings of every wind : 
Thy wild impetuous passions trace 
O'er the white wave's tempestuous space : 
In every changing season prove 
An emblem of thy wav'ring Love, 

Torn from my country, friends, and you. 
The World lies open to my view ; 
New objects shall my mind engage ; 
I will explore th' historic page ; 
Sweet Poetry shall soothi my soul ; 
Philosophy each pang controul : 
The Muse TU seek, her lambent fire 
My soul's quick senses shall inspire ; 
With finer nerves my heart shall beat, 
Touch'd by Heaven's own Promethean heat ; 
Italia's gales shall bear my song 
In soft-link'd notes her woods among ; 
Upon the blue hilFs misty side, 
Thro' trackless desarts waste and wide, 
O'er craggy rocks, whose torrents flow 
Upon the silver sands below. 
Sweet Land of Melody ! 'tis thine 
The softest passions to refine ; 
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Thy myrtle groves, thy melting strains, 
Shall harmonize and sooth my pains. 
Nor vrill I cast one thought behind 
On Foes relentless, Friends unkind ; 
I feel, I feel their poison'd dart 
Pierce the life-nerve within my heart ; 
'Tis mingled with the vital heat. 
That bids my throbbing pulses beat ; 

Soon shall that vital heat be o'er. 

Those throbbing pulses beat no more ! 

No — I will breathe the spicy gale ; 

Plunge the clear stream, new health exhale ; 

O'er my pale cheek diffuse the rose. 



1 And drink oblivjon to my wo^. 



222 



PASTORAL STANZAS. 



WKITTSN AT FIFTEEN YEARS OF ACE. 



fVHEN Aurora's soft blushes o'erspread the blue 
hill. 
And the mist dies away at the glances of morn ; 
When the birds join the music that floats on the 
rill, 
And the beauties of spring the young wood* 
lands adorn ; 

To breathe the pure air and enliven my soul, 
I bound from my cottage exulting and gay ; 

No care to molest me, no pow'r to controul, 
I sport with my lambkins, as thoughtless as 
they. 

Yet the bright tear of pity bedews my fond eyes. 
When I think that for man the dear victims 
must fall. 

While Nature such stores of provision supplies. 
And the bounties of Heaven are common to alK 



PASTDTIAL* STANZAS. 229* 

Afa 1 tell me, Reflection, why custom decreed 
That the sweet featherM songsters so slaughtered 
should be ? 
For the board of the rich the poor minstrels may 
bleed, 
But the fruits of the field are sufficient for me. 

When I view the proud palace, so pompously 

gay, 
"Whose high gilded turrets peep over the trees ; 
I pity its greatness and mournfully say. 
Can mortals delight in such trifles as these ! 

Con a pillow of down sooth the woe-stricken mind. 
Can the sweets of Arabia calm sickness and 
pain ; 
Can fetters of gold Love's true votaries bind. 
Or the gems of Peru Time's light pinions re- 
strain ? 

Can those limbs which bow down beneath sorrow 
and age, 
From the floss of the silk- worm fresh vigour 
receive ; 
Can the pomp of the proud death's grim tyrant 
assuage. 
Can it teach you to die, or instmct you to live ? 



324 VASTOtAL STANZAS. 

Ah no! then sweet peace, lovely offspring cif 
Hear'n, 
Come dwell in my cotti^, thy handmaid I'll be ; 
Thus my youth shall pass on, immolested and 
even, 
And the winter of age be enlivened by thee t 




I 
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Written on seeing a Rose stiU blooming al a Cottage Door 
on Egham Hill, the 25th of October, 1800. 



AS 



AVhy dost thou linger still, sweet flow'r? 
Why yet remain, thy leaves to flaunt ? 
This is for thee no fostVing hour— 

The cold wind blows, 
And many a chilling, ruthless show'r 
Will now assail thee, beauteous rose ! 

Around thee hardy trees may shew 

Their verdant branches later still ; 
But thy soft blushes, taught to glow 

For Summer's day. 
Must, when the wint'ry tempests blow, 
Like Beauty's cheek, fade fast away. 

Youth's glowing emblem ! wherefore stay 

And waste thy balmy breath around ? 
This is for thee a killing day-^- 

Then wherefore here 
Waste thy sweet life in sigh^ away, 
Bath'd with chill Winter's frozen tear ? 

VOt. II. Q 



926 OH A BOSE. 

Tbon emblemest the beauteous mino 

Thrown on Oblivion's gloomy scene : 
Unheeded, with the wild weeds twin'd, 

Thou here art plac'd — 
Thou, whom by Nature's band design'd, 
Migbt'st Beauty's breast have {woudly grac'd. 

Sweet ROSS ! methinks I hear thee say—- 

I might have tasted Beauty's smile ; 
Havebask'd beneath blue-eye's ray, 

And sank in death ! 
Short would have been my glowing day» 
And transient pass'd my fleeting breath, 

I might have bound the golden hair. 

Whose folds luxuriant wave and glow 
Round youth's unfurrow'd forehead fair ! 

But one short day 
Had seen my beauties rich and rare 
Droop and for ever fade away \ 

Here the poor hovel still displays 

My ling'ring form, while other ftow'rs 
Long since have seen their sunny days, 
And shed their sweets ; 
t here my bosom morning's rays 
d morning's tear unvanquish'd meets. 



ON A HDSB. 387 

"IThen happier far the lowly Cot 

Where Nature's modest children reign, 
Than e'en ambition's loftier lot ; 

For wealth and pow*r, 
In blank oblivion's gloom forget. 
Soon move but the phantoihs of a summer hour. 



Flow soft Riter, gently stray. 
Still a silent waving tide 
O'er thy glitt'ring carpet glide. 
While I chaunt my roundelay, 
. As I gather from thy bank, 
Shelter'd by the poplar dank, 
King-cups, deck'd in golden pride, 
Harebells sweet, and •' daisies pied ;" 
While beneath the evening sky 
Soft the western breezes fly. 
Gentle River, should'st thou be 
Touch'd with mournful sympathy, 

When reflection tells my soul 
Winter's icy breath shall quell 
'Vhy sweet bosom's graceful swell, 
md thy dimpling course controul 
ihould a crystal tear of mine, 
I upon thy lucid breast, 
receive the trembling guest, 
'or 'tis Pity's. dropdivine! 
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Gently Zephyr^ softly pby> . 
Shake thy dewy wings around^ 
Sprinkle odours o'er the ground. 

While I chaunt my Roundjeiay« 
"While the woodbine's mingling shade 
Veils my pensive, drooping head, 

Fan, oh fan, the busy gale; 
That rudely wantons round- my cheek, 
Where the tear pf sufPrance meek 

Glitters on the Lily pale : 
Ah ! no more the damask Rose 
There in crimson lustre glows ; 
Thirsty fevers from my lip 
Dare the ruddy drops to sip ; 
Deep within my burning heart 
Sontow plants an icy dart. 
From whose point the soft tears flow, 
Melting in the vivid glow ; 
Gentle Zephyr, should' st thou be 
Touch'd with tender sympathy 
When reflection calls to mind 
The bleak and desolating wind 
That soon thy silken wing shall tear, 
And waft it on the freezing air ; 
Zephyr, should a tender sigh 
To thy balmy bosom fly. 



MO HMUf Itc. 

Oh I reeave the flutt'nog thing. 
Place it on thy filmy vii^. 
Bear it to its native iky*' 
For 'tis Pit/s softest sigh. 

O'er the golden lids of dty 
Steab a veil of sober grey ; 
While the flDw'rets aiu)f to rest 
On the moist earth's glitt'ring breast ; 
Homeward now I'll bend my way. 
And chauut my pUiotive Roundehiy. 



r- 
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HOBNIKO. 



O'er fallow plains and fertile meads 

Aurora lifts the torch of day ; 
The shad'wy brow of Night recedes. 

Cold dew-drops fall from every spray ; 
Now o'er the thistle's rugged Jiead 

Thin veils of filmy vapour fly. 
On ev*ry violet's perfum'd bed 

The sparkling gems of Nature lie* 

The hill's tall brow is crown'd with gold, 

The milk-maid trills her jocund lay, 
The Shepherd-boy]unpens his fold. 

The Lambs along the meadows play ; 
The pilfring Lark, with speckled breast. 

From the ripe sheaf's rich banquet flies ; 
And lifting high his plumy crest. 

Soars the proud tenant of the skies. 



232 MORNIKG. 

The Peasant steals with timid feet^ 

And gently taps the cottage door ; 
Or on the green sod takes his seat, 

And chaunts some well-known ditty o'er ; 
Wak'd by the strain, the blushing Maid, 

Unpractis'd in Love's ma^y wiles. 
In clean, but homely garb arrayM, 

From the small casement peeps— and smiles. 



Proud Chanticleer unfolds his wing, 

And fluttering struts in plumage gay ; 
The glades with vocal echoes ring, 

Soft odours deck the hawthorn spray ; ' 
The School-boy saunters o'er the green. 

With satchel fiU'd with Learning's store ; 
While with dejected, sullen mien. 

He cons his tedious lesson o'er. 

When Winter spreads her banner chill. 

And sweeps the vale with freezing pow'r. 
And binds in spells the vagrant rill. 

And shrivels evVy ling'ring flow'r ; 
When Nature quits her verdant dress. 

And drops to earth her icy tears. 
E'en then thy tardy glapce can bless, 

And soft thy weeping eye appears. 
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Then at the Horn's enliv'ning peal, 

Keen Sportsmen for the chase prepare ; 
Xhro' the young copse shrill echoes steal^ 

Swift flies the tim'rous, panting hare ; 
From ev'ry straw-thatch'd cottage soars 

Blue curling smoke in many a cloud ; 
Around the barn's expanded doors 

The feather'd throng impatient crowd. 

Such are thy charms, health-breathing scene ! 

Where Nature's children revel gay ; 
Where Plenty smiles with radiant mien. 

And Labour crowns the circling day ; 
Where Peace, in conscious Virtue blest. 

Invites the Heart to joy supreme ; 
While poHsh'd Splendour pants for rest. 

And pine's in Fashion's fev'rish dream. 



STANZAS TO TIME. 



Capricious foe to hunian joy, 

Still varying with the fleeting day ; 
With thee the purest raptures cloy. 

The fairest prospects fade away ; 
Nor worth, nor pow'r thy wings can bind. 

All earthly pleasures fly with thee ; 
Inconstant as the wav'nng wind 

That plays upon the summer sea, 

I court thee not, ungentle guest. 

For I have e'er been doom'd to find 
Life's gayest hours but idly drest 

With sweets that pall the sick'ning mind : 
When smiling Hope, with placid mien, 

Around my couch did fondly play. 
Too oft thy aSry form I've seen. 

On dQwny pinions glide away. 



STANZAS TD TIME. 255 

But wheivperplex'd with pain or care, 

My couch with thorns was scatter'd round ; 
IVhen the p^le.priestess of Despfiir 

My mind in fatal spells bad bound ; 
When the dull hours no joy could bring. 

No bliss my weary fancy prove, 
I mark'd thy leaden ponderous wing, 

With tardy pace, unkindly move. 

If such thy gifts, O Tiniel for thee 
I My sated heart shall ne*er repine ; 
I bow content to Fate's decree, 

^nd with thy thorns thy roses twine ; 
Yet ere thy fickle reign shall end. 

The balmy sweets of Friendship's hour 
m with my cup of sorrow blend. 

And smile, regardless of thy pow'r. 
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*' Cannot^my favouring power prolong^ 
Tbe lovel J letidn of thy song ; 
Caniibt I deck thy bust with bays^ 
And lift thee to im mortal praise ? 
Then check, «weet Nymph, that angry rhyinc« 
That wounds thy fond adorer— Time." 
onxcit, 
March 13,n90, 



THE REPLY TO TIME. 



O TIME ! forgive the mournful song 
I'bat on thy pinions stole along, . 
When the rude hand of pain severe 
Chas'd down my cheek the burning tear ; 
When sorrow chilPd each warm desire 
That kindles Fancy's lambent fire ; 
When Hope, by fost'ring Friendship rear'd, 
A phantom of the brain appeared ; 
Forgive the song, devoid of art, 
That stole spontaneous from my heart ; 
For when that heart shall throb no more, 
And all its keen regrets be o'er. 



THB REPLY TO TIMS* 23T 

Should kind remembrance shed one tear 
To sacred Friendship o'er my bier, 
When the dark precincts of the lomb 
Shall hide me in its deepest gloom ; 
O ! should'st thou on thy wafting wing 
The sigh of gentle sorrow bring, 
Or fondly deign to bear the name v 

Of one, alas! unknown to fame, 
Then shall nay weak untutor'd rhyme 
Exulting boast the gifts of Time. 

But while I fed youth's vivid fire, 
Fann'd by the breath of care, expire ; 
While no blest ray of Hope divine 
O'er my chill'd bosom deigns to shine ; 
While doom'd to mark the vapid day 
In tasteless languor waste away ; 
Still,- still, my sad and plaintive rhyme 
Must blame the ruthless pow'r of Time. 

Each infant flow'r of rainbow hue. 
That bathes its head in morning dew, 
At twilight droops ; the mountain Pine, 
Whose high and waving brows incline 
O'er the white catVacts foamy way, 
shall at thy withering touch decay ! 
The craggy cliffs that proudly rise 
In awful splendour 'midst the skies 



23S THS REPLY TO TIBIS» 

Shall to the vale in fragments roU^ 

Obedient to thy fell contronl ! < > 

The loftiest fabric rear'd to fame. 

The sculptured Bosf;, the Poet's name ; 

The softest tint of Titian die, 

The boast of magic Minstrelsy ; 

The vows to holy Friendship dear, 

The sainted smile of Love sincere ; 

The flame that warms th' empassion'd heart, 

AH that fine feelitig can impart ; 

The wonders of exterior grace. 

The spells that bind the fiodrest &oe, 

Fade in oblivion'sr torpid hour 

The victims of thy tvrakt pow*r ! 
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TO SIMPLICITY. 



Sweet blushing Nymph, who loves to dwell 

In the dark forest's silent gloom ; 
Who smiles within the Hermit's cell, 

And sighs upon the rustic's tomb ; 
Who, pitying, sees the busy throng, 

The slaves of fashion's giddy sway ; 
And in a w^ild and artless song 

Warbles the feath'ry hours away. 

Oft have I flown thy steps to trace 

In the low y&Uey's still retreat. 
Oft have I viewM thy blooming face 

In the small cottage, proudly neat : 
I've seen thee veil'd in vestal lawn^ 

In the cold cloyster's hallow'd shade ; 
I've seen thee at the peep of dawn, 

In simple russet garb array'd. 
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I've seen thee, crown'd with April flowVs, 

Light bounding o'er the rural mead ; 
I've heard thee in sequestered bow'rs 

Sing to the Shepherd's past'ral reed ; 
When pleasure led the nymphs along 

In moonlight gambols o^er the green , 
IVe mark'd thee, fairest of the throng. 

With mddest eye and timid mien. 

No more my eager gaze shall trace 

Thy varying footsteps, blithe and free ; 
For what art thou but native grace. 

Soft Beauty^s child, Simplicity ! 
Tis thine in every path to dwell 

Where Truth and Innocence are seen. 
In cottage low, or Hermit's cell, 

Or splendid dome, or rural green. 

The spotless Mind, the brow serene, 

'TIS thine, enchanting Maid, to boast ! 
The sweet, benignant, humble mien. 

And all that Virtue values most ! 
Thy blushes paint Duncannon's* cheek. 

Thy light hand weaves her golden hair, 
Around her form, thy charms Til seek, 

For all the graces revel there ! 



* Now Countess of Besborougfa. 
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TO ABSENCE. 



▼Y HEN from the craggy mountain's pathless steep, 

Whose flinty^brow hangs o'er the raging sea. 
My waiid'rihg eye beholds thfe foamy deep, 

I mark the restless surge — and think of Thee. 
Thd curling wares, the passing breezes move, 
Chahging ahd treach'rous as the breath of Love; 
The " sad similitude" awakes my smart. 
And thy desir linage twines about miy heart 

When at the sober hour of sinking day 

Exhausted Nature steals to soft repose. 
When the hush*d linnet slunibers on the spray, 
And scarce a Zephyr fans the drooping Rose ; 
I glanice o'er scenes of bliss to friendship dear. 
And at the forid remembrance drop a tear ; 
Nor can the balmy incense soothe my smart. 
Still cureless sorrow preys upoii my heart. 
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When the loud gambols of the village throng 
Drown the lorn murmurs of the ring-doveV 
throat, 
I think I hear thy fascinating song 

Join the melodious minstreVs tuneful note ; 
My list'ning ear soon tells me — *tis not thee. 
Nor thy lov'd song, nor thy soft minstrelsy ; 
In vain I turn away to hide my smart, 
Thy dulcet numbers vibrate in my heart. 

When with the Sylvan train I seek the grove, 

Where May's soft breath diffuses incense round. 
Where Venus smiles serene, and sportive Love 

With thornless Roses spreads the fairy ground ; 
The voice of pleasure dies upon mine ear, 
My conscious bosom sighs — ^Thou art not here 1 
Soft tears of fond regret reveal its smart. 
And sorrow, restless sorrow, chills my heart. 

When at my matin pray'rs I prostrate kneel. 
And court Religion's aid to soothe my woe, 
The meek-ey'd saint who pities what I feel 

Forbids the sigh to heave, the tear to flpw ; 
For ah ! no vulgar passion fills my mind. 
Calm Reason's hand ilhimes the flame refin'd. 
All the pure feelings Friendship can impart 
Live in the centre of my aching heart. 



TO ABSENCE. 
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When at the still and solemn hour of night 

I press my lonely couch to find repose, 
Joyless I watch the pale moon's chilling light 
Where thro' the mould'ring tow'r the north- 
wind blows ; 
Myfev'rish lids no balmy slumbers own, 
Still my sad bosom beats for thee alone ; 
Nor shall its aching fibres cease to smart 
'Till Death's cold spell is twin'd about my heart* 



n 



" If hsplyi (beie wild limptc floven 
To thee lome Iot'iI Image coDvey ; 
Ah I me, then (be DeighboariDg bowen 
Tield aoDe b*lf to lovely u tbey." 



TO CESARIO.* 



CzEAttio, thy lyre's dulcet i 
So sweetly, so tenderly flows. 

That could my sad soul taste of pleasure, 
Thy music would' soften its woes. 

But ah, gentle soother, where anguish 
Takes root in the grief-stricken heart ; 

Tis the triumph of sorrow to languish, 
'Tis rapture to cherbh the smart. 



Min M. Vsugbnii, diaghter of Tbonu Vangbui, Eiq., tS 
ciy Eont, Smry. 
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The mind where pale Mis'ry sits brooding. 

Repels the soft touch of repose ; 
Shrinks back when blest Beason intruding, 

The balm of mild comfort bestows. 

There is luxury oft in declining 

What pity's kind motives impart, 
And to bear hapless fate unrepining 

Is the proudest delight of the heart. 

Still, still shall thy lyre's gentle measure 

In strains of pure melody flow, 
While each heart beats with exquisite pleasure. 

Save mine— the doomed victim of woe. 
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The savage hunter, who afar, 

On some rude mountain's pathless height^ 
Sees in the west the twilight star 

Just peering on the brow of night, 
0*er cliffs of ice, or plains of snow, 

Still bends his long and toilsome way. 
And, as he tempts the famish'd foe. 

Anticipates the joys of day. 

For he, by Hope inspired, surveys 

The moon's wan lustre gild the dome 
That on some jutting point displays. 

Oh ! blest retreat ! his cavern'd home : 
Where, when the journeying sun shall fade, 

And cold oblivion's reign return. 
The torch of Love shall chear the shade. 

And midst the frozen desart burn. 
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For LOVE can warm the shiv'ring breast, 

And bid Siberian fierceness sigh ; 
Make flinty cayes the couch of rest, 

And mark with joy the frowning sky. 
But I, who taste no pleasing dreams 
, To smooth the paths of endless care. 
Still darkness know 'midst sunny beams. 

And find in bow*rs of bliss, Despair ! 



WRITTEN ON A FADED B0U2UET. 



'AIR was thb blushing rose of May, 

And fresh it hail'd morn's breezy hour. 
When ev'ry spangled leaf look'd gay, 

Besprinkl'd with the twilight show'r ; 
When to its mossy huds, so sweet. 

The Butterfly enamour'd flew. 
And hov'ring o'er the fragrant treat, 

Oft bath'd its silken leaves in dew. 

Sweet was this primrose of the dale. 

When on its native turf it grew j 
And deck'd with charms this lilt pale. 

And rich this violet's purple hue. 
Tbisod'rous woodbine fiU'd the grove 

With musky gales of balmy pow'r. 
When, with the myrtle interwove, 

Tt hung luxuriant round my bow'r. . 



Ah, rose! forgive tfio h?^tid severe 

That sns^tc]i'4 tbee^ from t^ scented hed. 
Where, bow'd with inany a pearly te^i*. 

Thy widow'd pi^rtQer droops i^s h^^. 
And thou, sw^viotfrx^ DdQdestflow'r! 

Oh ! t^l^e my ^^t ifelenting sigh. 
Nor stain the heartj^ ^hpse gjawi^g- pow'r 

With, t;<;>9 ipujt?h ioudvusi^^ b^e ^h^e di^J . 

Sweet LILY, had I never gaz'd 

With rapture on thy gentle form, 
Thou might'st have died, unknown, unprais'd. 

The victim of some ruthless storm ! 
Where fickle love his altar rears. 

Your tiny bells had learn'd to wave ; 
Or, sadly gem'd with kindred tears, 

Had strown some hapless lover's grave. 

Inconstant woodbine ! wherefore rove. 

With gadding stem, about my bow'r i 
Why, with my darling myrtle wove. 

In bold defiance mock my pow r ? 
^ Why quit thy native garden fair. 

To flaunt thy buds, thy odours flino-, 
And idly greet the passing air. 

On ev'ry wanton' zephyr's wing ? 
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ON A FAOEB BOUQUET. 
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Oh ! yet repine not, tho' stern Fate 

Hath nip'd thy leaves of varying hue. 
Since all that's lovely, soon or late. 

Shall sicken, fade, and die like you ! 
The fire of youth, the port of age. 

Nor wisdom's voice, nor beauty's bloom, 
Th' insatiate tyrant can assuage. 

Nor check the hand that seal'd your doom ! 
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TO THE ASPIN TREE. 



. 'Why tremble so, broad aspin tree ? 

Why shake thy leaves unceasing ? 
At rest thou never seem'st to be ; 

For when the air is still and clear. 
Or when the nipping^ gale increasing 

Shakes from thy boughs soft twilight's tear, 
Thou tremblest still, poor aspin tree, 
And never resting seem'st to be ! 

Beneath thy shade, at sultry noon, 

I oft have sat deep musing, — 
And oft I watch'd the rising moon 

Above the dusky summit shine, 
A placid light diffusing J 

When all around, a calm divine. 
The rest of Nature seem'd to be. 
Still did'st thou tremble, aspin tree ! 
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Hadst tbou sensation, I should say 
Thou wert like me, — ^unchearly 

Ordain 'd to waste life's hour away. 
Indignant at the vulgar crowd. 

And doom'd to feel severely. 

Scorning the dull, the base, the proud : 

But thou art senseless, aspin tree f 

Then wherefore thus — a trembler be ? 

Who shall molest thee, shiv'ring tree ? 

Who shall thy branches sever ? 
The seasons change — and still to thee 

Another Spring shall give its sweets, 
And yet thou tremblest ever ! 

Each whisp'ring gale thy bosoih meets. 
As tho' it came to menace thee. 
Oh! beautejus, trembling aspin tree! 

Had'st thou a soul, a sensate mindj 
Well might thy branches quiver ; 

If round thy heart affliction twin'd, 
To bid each fibre, torture rung. 

Tremble and ach for ever ! 

Oh ! then thy throbbing veins among 

The stormy passions wild wou'd be, 

And thou wou'dst tremble, aspin trek. 
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Had'st thou e'er lov'd, or ever felt 
Warm friendship's ardour glowing ; 

Had'st thou in pity learn'd to melt^ 
Or to another's anguish gave 

The tear, spontaneous flowing : 
Then, sighing might thy branches wave, 

And many a gentle showVrirom thee 

Might fall in tears, sweet aspin tree. 

Had'st thou e'er known ingratitude. 
Thou woudst have cause to tre^ible j 

For in misfortune's tempest rude, 
The deadliest foe the heart can wound. 

Is he — WHO CAN DISSEMBLE ! 

He who enthralls the willing ipind, 
And bids the captive bjosom be 
A trembler — like the AsPiN tHiB^. 
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PITY'S TEAR. 



What fells so sweet on Summer flow'rs 
As Nature's blest refreshing show'rs ? 
What bids the bud its sweets exhale. 
Like ev'ning's mild refreshing gale ? 
Yet sweeter — ^more delicious far, 
And brighter than Hesperean star. 
Decking the intellectual sphere, 
Is Pity^s meek and balmy tear. 

What bids Despair her sorrows hide ? 
What checks Affliction's torturing tide ? 
What heals the wound of mental pain. 
And calms the fev'rish throbbing brain ? 
What soothes the rage of jealous pride. 
And makes the madd'ni^g pang subside^ 
Lulling to rest distrust and fear. 
Soft Pity's kind and holy tear ! 
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Yet not THAT PITY form'd to give 
A pangy which bids a£9iction Uve ; 
Not PITY that can taunting shew 
Superior pride, untouched by woe ! 
Not PITY that, with haughty smile, 
Consoles, and murders all the while i 
But PITY, which is formed td prove 
The bonds of faith, the test of love ! 



, Unhappy U the Pilgrim's lot 

Who wanders o'er the desert heath, 
By friends and by the world forgot, 

Whose only hope depends on Death ! 
Yet may he smile when mem'ry shews 
The tonfring stings, the weary woes 
Which forc'd hb bosom to abide 
The vulgar scorn of vulgar pride. 

Forlorn is he who on the sand 

Of some bleak isle his hovel rears, 
Or shipwreck'd on the breezy strand. 

The billows' deep'ning murmur hears. 
Yet, when his aching eyes survey 
The white sails gliding far away. 
He feels he shall no more abide 
Th*. vulgar scorn of vulgar pride. 



STAKZAs^ &c. 257 

Sadly the exiled Trav'ller strays. 

Benighted in some forest drear. 
Where, by the paly star-light rays, 

He sees no hut, no hovel, near. 
The fire-ey'd wolf, which howls for prey. 
Glares hideous in his briery way, 
Yet he can smile — for he has borne 
The sneers of pride and vulgar scorn. 

Of all the ills the feeling mind 

Is destin'd in this world to share ; 
Of pain and poverty combin'd. 

Of Friendship's frown, or Love's despair ; 
Still reason arms the conscious soul, 
And bids it ev'ry pang controul. 
Save when the patient heart is tried 
By vulgar scorn and vulgar pride. 

Go, Wealth, and in the Hermit's cell 
Behold that peace thou canst not have ; 

Go, Rank, and list the passing knell 
That warns thee to oblivion's grave. 

Go, Pow'r, and when the peasant's breast 

Enjoys the balm of conscious rest, 

Confess that Virtue can deride 

The vulgar scorn of vulgar pride. 
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fHE SORROWS OF MEMORY* 



In vain to me the howling deep 

Stern Winter's awful reign discloses ; 
In vain shall Summer's zeph3nrs sleep 

On fragrant beds of budding roses ; 
To me, alike each scene appears, 

Since thou hast broke my heart, or nearly ; 
While Mem'rjr writes in frequent tears 

That I have lov'd thee very dearly ! 

How many summers passM away> . 

How many winters sad and dreary, 
And still I taught thee to be gay 

Whene'er of life thy soul w^as weary ; 
When lingering sickness wrung thy breast^ 

And bow'd thee to the earth, or nearly, 
I strove to lull thy mind to rest— 

for then I loy'd thee, Oh! how dearly! 
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And tho* the flush of joy no more 

Shall, o^er my cheek its lustre throwing. 
Bid giddy fools that cheek adore. 

And talk of passion— ever glowing ; 
Still to my mind should time impart 

A charoi to bid it feel sincerely, 
Nor idly wound a breaking heart. 

That lov'd long and lov'd thee dearly. 

Could gold thy truant nature bind, 

A faithfulheart would still content me, 
For oh ! to keep that heart unkind, 

I gave thee all that Fortune lent me ! 
In youth, when suitors round me press'd. 

Who vow'd to love, and love sincerely ; 
When wealth could never charm my breast, 

Tho' thou wert poor I lov'd thee dearly. 

Seek not the fragile dreams of love. 
Such fleeting phantoms will deceive thee ; 

They will but transient idols prove- 
In wealth beguile, in sorrow leave thee* 

Ah ! dost thou hope the sordid mind 
When thou art poor will feel sinperely ? 

Wilt thou in such that friendship find 
Which warm'd the heart that lQv*d thee dearly ? 
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Tho' fickle passions cease to burn 

For her so long thy bosom^s treasure, 
Ah ! think that reason may return 

When far from thee my steps I measure ; 
Say who will then thy conscience heal, 

Or who shall bid thy heart beat cheerly ? 
Or from that heart the mem'ry steal 

Of her who lov'd thee long and dearly ? 

When war shall rouze the brooding storm, 

And hopfors haunt thy thorny pillow j 
When fancy shall present my form 

Borne on the wild and restless billow ; 
Or where wilt thou an helpmate find 

Whose pulse, like mine, shall throb sincerely? 
Or who thy heart in spells shall bind 

When hers is broke that lov'd thee dearly i.. 

I will not court diy -fickle love 

Soon shall our fates and fortunes sever;.. 
Far from thy scorn will I remove. 

And sittilirig, sigh adieu for ever! 
Give to the sordid fiend thy days. 

Still trust that they will act sincerely, 
And when the specious mask decays. 

Lament tWe heart tteitilovM thee dearly { 
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For Time will swiftly journey on, 

And Age and Sickness haste to meet thee ; 
Friends prov'd deceitful — will be gone 

When they no more with smileis can cheat thee. 
Then wilt thou seek in vain to find 

A faithful heart that beats smcerely ; 
A passion centering in a mind 

Which, scorning int'rest, lov'd thee dearly. 

When in the grave this heart shall sleep, 

No soothing dream will bless thy slui^ber, 

• . . . 

For thou perchance may'st wake to weep, 
And with r6morse my sorrows number ! 

My shade will haunt thy aching eyes. 
My voice in whispers tell thee clearly 

How cold at la^ that bosom lies 
Which lov'd thee long, and lov'd thee 

DEARLY i 
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TO T^E MOLE. 



Thou crccp'st in darkno^ bjusy thing ! 

The progress of the brightest day 
To thee can nothing cbearful brings 

No soul-expanding ray ! 
For, ever lab'ring, ever dreary. 

Thou never feel'st of sweet; delight 
That ONE, the proudest sense, yrhiqh pheary . 

Scatters the sullen mist of night ! 

Thou can'st not see thy mazy way. 

Slow yielding to thy gloomy toils ; 
Thou find' st no brightly smiling ray 

Give pleasure as it smiles ! 
Thou know'st not, when thy task pursuing. 

Where that dull task will end *, 
Or when, to work thy own undoing. 

Thou bid'st the fairy hill ascend. 
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And yet, poor, blind, incautious molb, 

What am /, more refined than thbk 7 
Tis true I own a sensate soul. 

And all around I see ! 
But do I 'scape the snare that, waiting, 

Crosses my dreary way ? 
Or, for myself an home creating. 

Smooth busy lifers precarious vrB^y i 

Do I not toil ! and toil like thee. 

Unknowing where that toil Avill end ? 
Do I not blindly seek to be 

Of foes, unseen, the friend ? 
Can human wisdom shun the ruin 

Which lurks my life to snare ? 
And still, the passions wild subduing. 

Defy the bidden shaft of care ? 

Do I presume to scan the pow'r. 

Which bids me, ever reasoning, try 
To buffet with the stormy hour, 

'Till Fate shall bid me die ? 
Do I, my future being knowing. 

Trace what I then shall be ; 
Or, while this fervid heart is glowing, 

Its long and freezing hour foresee ? 



TO THE WILD BROOK. 



Unheeded emblem of the mind ! 

When weeping twilight's shadows close, 
I wander where thy mazes wind, 

And watch thy purrent as it flows : 
Now dimpling, silent, calm, and even ; 
Now brawling, as in anger driv'ii ; 
Now ruffled, foaming, madly wild, 
Like the vex'd sense of Sorrow's hopeless child ! 

Beside thy surface now I see, 

Reflected in thy placid breast, 
Flush'd summer's painted progeny, 

In smiles and sweets redundant drest : 
They flaunt their forms of varying dye, 
thee as thou passcst by ; 
nding, sip thy ample wave, 
ts lucid lapse their blushing bosoms lave. 
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While on thy tranquil breast appears 

No freezing gale, no passing storm, 
The sunbeam's vivid lustre chears, 

And seems thy silvVy bed to warm ; 
The thronging birds, with am'rous play, 
Sweep with their wings thy glitt'ring way ; 
And o'er thy banks fond zephyr blows, 
To dress with sweets the smallest flow'r that grows. 

But when destroying blasts ari^e, 

And clouds o'ershade thy with'ring bounds ; 
When swift the eddying foliage flies, 

And loud the ruthless torrent sounds : 
Thy dripling charms are seen no more. 
Thy minstrel's caroU'd praise is o'er ; 
While not a flowret, sunny-drest, 
Courts the chill'd current of thy alter'd breast. 

Such is the human mind : — serene 

When Fortune's glowing hour appears; 
And lovely as thy margin green 

Are buds of Hope, which Fancy rears: 
Then Adulation, like the flow'r. 

Bends as it greets us on our way ; 
But, in the dark and stormy hour. 

Leaves us, unmark'd, to trace our troubled 

WAY. 
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Hark !. His the merry bells that ring 

On yonder upland sunny green ; 
Their sounds to mournful mem*ry bring 
The blissful days and hours Tve seen : 
, Their swelling changes die away, 
So did my heart's best love decay ! 

Hark ! *tis the Beetle flitting round> 
O'er yonder hawthorn fresh and sweet ; 

Once could I mock the drowsy sound, 
With Henry on the greensward seat : 

But now I weep to hear its tone. 

For, O ! my heart's true love is flown ! 

Hark ! 'tis the Raven's dismal croak, 
My boding breast is chill'd with fear ! 

Yet once beneath yon spreading oak 
The bird of woe I smiPd to hear : 

For Love and Fancy chear'd the gloom, 

Where now the turf is Henry's tomb I 
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Come, pale*cheek*d Vestal of the night, 
And spangle the long grass with dew ; 

Deck the tall woods with silv'f y light. 
And buds of fragrant flow'rets strew ; 

While Love in secret sorrow hies 

To guard the grave — ^wbere HsK&Y lies ! 

There will I lay me down forlorn, 
And close my weeping eyes, and die ! 

And when the smiling blushing mc^rn 
Shall rush along the eastern sky^ 

There shall the thronging village see. 

To part no more, my love and me ! 
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1 IS night} and o'er the barren plain 
The weary Miand'rer bends his way ; 
While on his p^th the silv'ry ray 
Soothes him with hope that he shall see 
The moony shadows quickly, fleie^. 
And morn return again. 

The blast blows nipping on his breast, 
Swift flies the wild and foamy stream ; 
Yet Hope presents a feeble gleam, 
That ere day rises he shall close 
His weary lids in soft repose 

Upon a bed of rest. 

The moon is dim, by clouds o'ercast. 
Loud roars the torrent down the vale ; 
The wand'rer's cheek is cold and pale, 
He hears the owl with boding cry 
Across the dreary desart fly, 

He starts, and stops aghast ! 



i 
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And now in haste, with dumb despair. 
O'er bush and brier he bends his way ; 
No cottage taper's length'ning ray 
Gleams faint' across the barren heath, 
He trembles, sighs, and thinks of death, 

And breathes a timid prayV. 

And now the dawn is rising fast, 
Soft flies the fresh and chearing gale ; 
l^he red'ning clouds. on light wings sail. 
The dew begems the fragrant heath : 
No more he starts or thinks of de^h, . 

Or sighs for sorrows past. 

So, through life's journey we descry 
Man gay or sad ; he weeps or smiles 
As cares annoy, or hope, beguiles : 
Then blest are those who wisely say, 
** We will enjoy the present day,— 

To-morrow we may die !" 



STANZAS ON MAY 1799. 



Sweet May ! once the parent of lore, we behoM 

Sighing ead for her verdant array ; 
While the glow Of her bosom is checVd by the 
cold, 

And her tears tremble still on the spray. 

Say, Nature ! O why is this change so severe ? 

Why does Spring wear so chilling a frown f 
Why does noon sUll present unabsorb'd morning's 
tear. 

Why does May still expect its green gown t 

T_ I — TTowasocold, does the bosom no more 
with ardour to greet thee, sweet May ? 
nile and the frolic of youth ever o'er, 
iztinct the bright torch of thy day ? 
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Alas! all is chang'd ; the fine feelings sobside^ 

'Tis the triumph of Apathy cold ! 
Affection is driv*n from the bosom of pride, 

And the fiend that expels her — ^ts Gold ! 

Sour Interest keeps her aloof, while no more 
Soft Philanthropy smiles on Despair ; 

Tho* Profusion and Folly wide scatter their store. 
For the dull and the vicious to share. 

All Nature is altered ; her energies now 
Shall no more in our vallies prevail ; 

No swain on our mountains repeats his soft fow^ 
And no damsel breathes love with the gale. 

War teaches the bosom of Nature to sigh. 
While she gazes with anguish around. 

While the tear of Religion falls fast from her ejre. 
And each mom blushes deep on her wound. 

O May! let thy smiles and thy graces return. 
Let thy breath Nature's treasures inclose ; 

Let her tears on thy flow'rets embellish the urn 
Where the ashes of valour repose. 
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Let the revels of Pride and of Folly be o'er, 

Give to Merit the prodigal feast ; 
And let Pity the haunts of the wretched explore. 

Till the portion of pain be decreas'd. 

And let Wealth to the mansions of Sorrow repair, 
With it£ weeds the sweet olive entwine ; 

-With the sigh of Regret fan the breast of Despair* 
And the wreath of false splendour resign. 
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As o'er the worl4, by sarrow prest, 

I wander sad and weary, 
In hopes to find a place of rest 

From scenes forlorn and dreary ; 
Where'er I go, Tni doom'd to trace. 
If fortune smiles, the smiling face.; 
But if she frowns, I'm sure to see 
All frown on me ! 

When moi'ning blushes through her tears^ 

And Nature flaunts her treasures. 
How gaudy evVy path appears ! 

How rich in boundless pleasures ! 
But if the dawn, in misty gloom^ 
Still veils the flow'ret's vivid bloom. 
Now droops in shade the loftiest tree 
That sheltered me ! 
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Nor truth nor feeling can insure 

The friend that's ever sniihng ; 
Worth cannot worldly mis'ry cure. 

Its darkest hours beguiling. 
This heart, which owns the purest flame, 
Must patient bend, nor dare to blame, 
Since fortune's frown the Sites decree 
To follow me ! 

Thus all things light or dark appear, 
As fortune cheers or saddens f 

For time flies slow when grief is near. 
But swift when transport gladdens. 

Youth is a transient summer dream, 

W here visions gay and flitting seem ; 

But Time and Reason wake to see 
Them fade like me ! 

O ! come, capricious Fortune blind, 

Subdue this bosom's feeling ; 
Make dim the 6re that warms my mind. 
Thence all its fervour stealing, 
'each me the sordid servile art 
'o dress in low disguise the heart, 
'hen ev'ry (ace shall gentle be,- 
And smile on me ! 
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Ah ! pensive traveller, if thy tear 
E'er fell on valour's early grave, 

Atrest thy wand'ring steps, and here ' 
. lament the lot that waits the brave ! ' 

Here let th^ moralist descry 

The proudest tomb that man can claim. 
The p^lorious bed where heroes lie 

Who perish'd for their country's fame. 

Here bind the laurel, steep'd in tears, 
Tears that in glowing youth he died, 

Blest with each charm that most endears, 
His kindred's hope, his nation's pride ! 

2 
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Ob! hallowed turf ! some silent spot. 
Adorned with sorrow's gem subiimei 

E'en when the Muse shall be forgot, 

Thy fame shall brave the blasts of time ! 

And thou, rude bark, preserve his name, 
Carv'd by some just recording hand ; 

And, proudly conscious of that fame, 
Thy guardian branches wide expand. 

Keep from this sod the patterirg rain, 
The wintry wind, the drifted snow ; 

And when blithe Summer paints the plain^ 
Here let the sweetest flow'rets blow. 

No trophied column trimmM with bays^ 
No gilded tablet bears his name ; 

A soldier boasts superior praise, 
A grateful country guards his fame« 
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LINES TO MARIA, 

MT BELOVXU DAVOUTIK. 



Written on ker Birth-Daj, Oct. IB, 1793. 



1 o paint the lust'roiis streaks of morn. 
Along the pale horizon borne, 
, When from Aurora's opening eye 
Effulgent glory gilds the sky ; 
Or yet a softer theme to sing 
Of purple evening's humid wing ; 
To trace the crystal car of night 
Along th6 plains of starry light. 
Where the chaste Goddess bends her way, 
Diffusing round a trembling ray ;— 
No more shall charm my pensive Muse, 
With transient forms, or varying hues : 
This hour my tenderer task shall be. 
Sweet darling Maid, to sing of thee ! 

Attend my strain, and while I blend 
The Guardian, P^entj, Poet, Friend, 
8 
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Believe, as each my verse shall prcnre, 
A picture fraught with truth and love. 
And every candid line impart 
The feelings of a Mother's heart! 

Oh ! form'd to soothe the wounds of Fate, 
Dear solace of my mournful state ! 
Thou, only blessing Heav'n bestows 
To shed meek Patience on my woes ! 
Know — that in life's disast'rous scene, 
Wbate'ermy chequer'd lot has been. 
No hour was yet so dear to me 
As that blest hour which gave me thee ! 

From infant sweetness still I've trac'd 
Thy mind, with ev'ry virtue grac'd ; 
Still have I marVd Time's ceaseless wing 
Some new endearing treasure bring ; 
While Hope, soft-whisp'ring, bid me gaze 
On brigbt'ning scenes of distant days. 
When, more matur'd, tbese doating eyes 
Should see the lovelier woman vise, 
Adorn'd with all the modest grace 
That beam'd about thy infant face ; 
with a mind more passing fair 
n all that Nature pictur'd there ! 
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With such a mind, so richly stor'd^ 
Still may'st thou live, admir'd, ador'd ! 
Through life enjoy the bliss dirine 
That waits on innocence like thine f 
Still greet the mom with conscious smile. 
With tranquil scenes the hours beguile ; 
And, when the busy day shall close. 
Still find a couch of sweet repose ! 

For me, so long ordain'd to trace 
O'er life's dark wild a thorny space-— 
Still ev'ry sorrow doom'd to share. 
Still shall my heart those sorrows bear, 
Nor will I mourn at Fate's decree. 
If Heav'n, in pity, spares ma tHEB ! 



THE FOORIU'* rABEWCLL. 



O'eh deaart* untroddep, o'er mosft-cover'tj bills, 
I have wander'd forlorn apd alone ; 

My tears I have mingled n-ith Blow-win^tng rill$. 
And' the valleys have echo'4 H>y groan ! 

i have seen the Tcaa Moon fi-ont her silver veil 
peep, 
As she rose from her cloud-dappled bed ; 
I have he^d the dread hurricaue yell 'midst the 
deep, 
As the lightnings play'd over my head ! 

When the tempest subsided I saw the faint dawn 

O'er the eastern hill meekly appear ; 
While each King-cup that droop'd on the den- 
shining lawn 
Mn its golden lids dropp'd a soft tear. 

* OqIj in ibe thiid, (onitta, ui4 Gftb Edilioiu. 
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I have seen the bright day-star ill amine tiie earth, 
I have haird the proud sovereign of fire ; 

I have smiLM on the primrose just waken'd to birth, 
I hjave sigh'd — ^to behold it expire ! 

How oft have I pitied the plaint of the dove, 

How I've mus'd near the nightingale's nest ! 
For, ajaa! when the mourner sings sweetly of 

Love, 
'Tis soft sympathy thrills through my breast. _ 

I have seen the tall forest o'ershadow the glade. 
And extend its broad branches on high ; 

But bow soon have I mark'd its rich canopy fade^ 
And its yellow leaves whirl'd to the sky ! 

I have sigh'd o'er the sod where some Lover was 
laid; 

I have torn the rude weeds from his bfeast ; 
I have deck'd it with flow Vets ; and oft I have said, 

** How I envy thy pallet of rest !" 

I have tracM the long shades o'er the wave's silky 
green. 

When the storm gathered over the main ; 
I have gaz'd with delight oh the latidscape serene 

When the evening^bell toll'd on the plain. 
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Exultiog nnd gay, I have sjaul*d to behold 
Proud Nature luxuriantly drest ; . . 

It have wept when I saw her uncovered and cold, ^ 
And the winter^blast howl'd o'er herbreast* 

Since such are the scenes of this journey of Care, 
Since each pleasure is mingled with paiii; 

Still let me the raptures of Sympathy share. 
And my bosom shall scorn to complain. 

Though destin'd to wander o'er mountains of snow, 

Vance^iza! O mansion divine ! 
Thy Pilgrim shall smile at his journey of woe, 
t And his heart, his warm heart shall be thine I 
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Written on the I4th of February, 

TO MY ONCE DEAR VALENTINE. 



• « 



Come, Hope, and sweep the trembling string ; 

Drop from thy pinions balm divine ; 
While, drooping o'er my lyre, I sing 

The graces of riiy Valentine. 
Ah ! Graces^ fatal to my peace, ' 

Why round my heart your mischiefs twine ? 
Say, barb'rous Love, can aught increase 

The triumphs of my Valentine ? 

No more about my auburn hair 

The sparkling gems shall proudly vie ; 
The cypress, emblem of Despair, 

Shall there a faded chaplet die. 
Young dimpled Pleasure quits my breast 

To seek some gaudier bow'r than mine^ 
Where low Caprice, by Fancy drest, 

Entfarak my truant Valentine. 
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The frozen brook, the mountain snoir, 

Tbe peark that on the thistle shine. 
The northern winds, that chilly blow, 

Areemhlems of my Valentine. 
Pale Sorrow sheds the quiv'ring flame 

That gleams on Truth's neglected shriiie, 
Fann'd by those sighs which still proctaini 

How much I love thee, VAtENTiKE! 

"Whene'er the icy hand of Death 

•Shall grasp this sensate frame of mine. 
On my cold lip the Seeting breath 

Shall murmur still — " dear Valentihe!' 
Tbea o'er my grave, ah! drop one tear. 

And .sighing write this pensive line— 
" A FAITHFUL HEART lics mould'riDg here, 

That well deserv'd its Valentike !" 
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tKtClZBID TO A ONCB 9KAK FKIIKD, WHIN CONFINCD BY 
tlVBKB iKDISrOSITION, IM MAtCR 1793. 



Xz glades that just open to greet the blue sky. 
All encircled with woodlands bespangled with 
dew. 
From your borders, once cherish'd, disgusted I 

fly; 

For your beauties are faded, and sadden'd your 
hue. 

O ! soft gliding river, whose banks I behold 
Undelighted and mournful, no longer you 
please ; 
Nor the deep azure bells, nor the cowslips of gold, 
Nor your smooth glassy bosom o'ershadow'd 
with trees. 

Yon mountain, whose breezes enliven the soul. 
Never more will I climb at the dawning of day ^ 

Never more to the turf-cover'd meadows I'll stroll. 
Or on beds of young primroses carol my lay. 
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For, glades, to your sod with my love I've repr'd 
When the red beams were rushing the foliage 
among, 
When the last glowing shadow of Evening ex« 

And the rocks rung responsive to Philomelas 
song. 

And thou, lucid river, I've sat by thy side, 
To behold his dear form iu thy clear glassy 
breast. 
When the Moon spread her light o*er thy soft 
rolling tide. 
And the wise were content with the dulness of 
rest. 

And thou, cr^gy mountain, where oft I have 

stray'd, ^ 

7o behold from your summit the thatch of 

his cot ; 

Like the slow-winding riverj the dew-spangled 

glade. 

And the thick-woven woodlands— be ever forgot. 

See ! Nature is sadden'd by Sympathy's tears. 
Since my Lover no longer enlivens the dky ;' 

And forlorn shall she be till her darling appears. 
As the Rose droops its head"' when the Suw 
FADES A\rAY. 
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TO THE SAME, 



OH HIS KECOVSJtXVO FftOH A LDNO INUltPOSITtOK^t 



IN MAY, 1793. 



Go, balmy gales, and tell Lis<ari>o^s ear^ 

That Health conKes" smiling on the wings of 
Morn ; 

Tell him^' that sweet Repose approaches near^ 
To banrsh'fet'rish Days, and Nights forlorn; 

Brightly the Sun-beams on the mountains breiak, 
And whisp'ring Zephyrs shake their wings 
around ; 

The Day-star steals away in lustre meek^ 

And spreading glories gild the dewy ground. ■ 

fixiilting Flora opes her varying hues ; 

The Valley smiles, the verdant Hills look gay ; 
From her abundant store Profusion strews 

The buds and tints of rosy-bosom'd May. 

The lofty woodlands wave their leafy heads, 
To wake the plumy trav'Uers of the air ; 

The low-born lilies, on their humid beds. 
Expand their spotless bosoms, fresh and fair. 

il lM ■ ■■■.-■■ ^ , - 

* During which ihe Author nursed him leven months inces- 
aantlj. 
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slow wjnds the brawling river through the vales; 

Down the rough rock the roaring torrents flee. 
The high-pois*d lark on floods of etlier sails, 

To greet the Lord of Light with songs o( gjee. 

Soft is the perfume of Morn's beauteous breast. 
And soft the mm*murs of the insect train ; 

While Nature's band, with pearly lustre drest. 
Leads tip-toe Pleasure o'er the glittering pkin. 

For thee, Lisardo, she unfolds her store. 
For thee she weaves a garland, proudly gay ; 

Come then, my Friend, the lib'ral Nymph adore. 
And own that Rapture is the child of May. 

And while returning Health pervades each nerve. 
As April Suns disperse the wintry gloom, 

The sad remembVance of past *^ woe shall serve 
For SWEET DISCOURSES in our time to come/^ 
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THE ADIEU TO FANCY. 



1N8CXIBKO TO THE BAMIi 



r 

W^HEN first I knew thee, Fancy's aid 
A mine of peerless worth displayed, 
A thousand graces hourly stole 
In melting visions o'er my soul. 

For Fancy guides the shaft .pf Love, 
And bids fantastic visions move 
In mystic mazes round the breast. 
In Hope^s delusive colours dress'd. 

'Tis Fancy wings the,Poet*s thought. 
With classic Taste sublimely fraught ; 
And bids the fount of Reason flow, 
With smooth delight, or ruffled woe. 

Full oft the gentle Sylph I've seen. 
With soothing smile and sportive mien. 
When, wand'ring .to her fairy bow'rs, 
She bound my grateful breast with flow'r«, 
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And oft with fiatt'ring Hope she came 
To twine a wreath of promised Fame ; 
Yet 'midst the kurel'd gift I found 
Full many a thorn my breast to wound. 

Oh ! then she brought, my mind to calm^ 
Persuasive Friendship's soothing balm ; 
And Sympathy j^ with throbbing breast. 
In Pity's specious semblance drest 

Yet Friendship's beauteous form I found 
Would start aghast at Sorrow's wound | 
And Sympathy's slow trickling tear 
Would cease to flow when Grief was near. 

iThen let me own the tranquil-scene^- • • ^ 
The constant thought, the smSe serene, 
And know myself supremely blest ! 
Deceitful FAKiiY— take the hest ! 
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THE MORAttSt^ 



Hark! the hoUow moaotig wkid 
Sweeps along the mtdnight air^ 

Sullen as the guilty mind ; 

Hidden source of dark despair* 

See the death^wing'd Dghiningfly } 
. Desolation marks its wsjf^ 
Fatal as the vengeful Eye, 
Fixing on its destin'd prey. 

Dreadful Thunders threatening roll. 
Viewless, 'midst the turbid clouds ! 

So the fierce relentless soul 

Hate's empoisoned arrow shrouds. 

See the billowy Ocean's breast, 
Sway'd by ev'ry wavering wind, 

Rises, foi^ms, and sinks to rest. 
Fickle as the human mind I 



292 THE MORALIST* 

Sweetly blqonis the Rose of May ^ 
GlittVing with the tears of Morn ; 

So insidious Smiles betray, 
While they hide the treacherous Thora< 

Mark gay Summer's glowing prime, 
Shadow'd by the twilight gloom ; 

So the ruthless wing of Time 
Bends the fairest to the Tomb. 

Moralist ! where'er you move 

O'er vast Nature's varying plan, 
Ev'ry changing scene shall prove 

A SAD EPITOME OF MAN ! 
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STANZAS 
TO MY BELOVED DAUGHTER^ 

ON SEEING USE OATBEE SOlfB ?EVSEE«,* 



Forbear, rash Maid ! thy hand restrain ; 
Nor with yon gentle victim stain 

A breast so fair, so true ! 
Ah ! think, the little harmless flow*r 
Lives but a transient sunny hour, 

Ere doom'd to fade like you. 

Though silken cords around it twin'd. 
One sad, short day, its stems may bind ; 

Vain is the harsh decree ! 
Its magic form no spell can hold ; 
Still shall it triumph uncontroul'd, 

For Thoughts are ever free. 

And if those Buds, so sweet, so fair. 
Can 'scape the bold intruder's snare, 

Their triumph should be thine ; 
For, like thy pure and tender heart. 
They scorn the feeble aid of Art, 

And glow with charms divine* 

* Ptttt/e is the French word for thwgbtu 
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Then let soft Sympathy prevail ; 
No more the gentle leaves assail ! 

Ah ! let them hloon their hour ! 
Take not what bounteous Nature gave. 
But learn to chensh, and to save, 

TbcDt^umph in thy Pow'r! 
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STASIZAS 

Wtf rTBll ArrBR SVOCBSSIVB HIOUTS Off MBLAHCBOfcT MIBAMS* 

■> I . • . 



'V ' i . V X » . «A Vr' » 



Ye aiiy RbaotonKi^- by wImmw |x>wV 

Nigbt*s curtains flpread^a detper tbade ^ 
Who, prowling in Ae murky hoar, »*! ^ '^^-^ ^ 

The weary sense with spells invade ; 
Why round the fibres of my brain 

Such desolating misefiest ftingy '' ' 
And with new ade/Aeaof lii^talpahr 
CShasefrom my languid eye sleep's bikbnMilii^ienfliiBg 
wing? ' '^ 

Ah ! why, when o*er the ddrkenM globe 

All Nature's children sink to rest- 
Why, wl^ppM in Horror's ghastlyrobe, 
With shad Vy hand assail toy breast ? 
Why conjure up a tribe forlorn, 

To menace, where I bend my way ? 
Why round my pillow plant the thorn. 
Or fix the Demons dire in terrible array ? 
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Why, whcii the busy day is o'er — 
* A day, perhaps df tender thought — 
Why bid my eager gaze explore 

New prospects, with neW anguish fraught ? 
Why bid mymadd'ning sense descry 

The Form in silence I adore ? 
His magic smile, his murd'rous eye ! 
Then bid me wake to prove the fond illusion o^er ! 

When^ fef^Vi^ with the throbs of paio, . 
^d bath'd with many a trickling tear^ 
I close my -cheated, eyes again. 

Despair's wild bands are hovering near : 
Now borne upon the yelling blast, 

O'er craggy Peaks I bend my flight ; ^ 
Now on the yawnhig Ocean cast, 
I plunge unfatbom'd depths, amid the shades of 
night ! 

Or, borne upon the billoi^'s* Ire, 

O'er the vast waste of waters drear. 
Where shipwreck'd Mariners expire, 

No friend their dying plaints to hear, 
I view far off the craggy cliff, 

Whose white top mingles with the skies \ 
While at its base the sliatter'd Skiff, 
Wash'd by the foaming wave, in many a frag* 
ment lies. 
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Oft, when the Morning's gaudy beams 

My lattice gild with sparkling light, \ 

O'erwhelm'd with agonizing dreams, 

And bound in spells of fancied Night, 
I start, convulsive, wild, distraught ! 

By some pale Murderer's poniard pressed. 
Or by the grinning Phantom caught, 
Wake from the madd'ning grasp with horror- 
freezing breast ! 

Then down my cold and pallid cheek 
The mingling tears of joy and grief 

The souFs tumultuous feeling speaks 
And yield the struggling heart relief ; 

I smile to know the danger past, 
But soon the radiant moment flies — 

Soon is the transient Day o'ercast, 
And hope steals trembling fr^tn my languid eyes ! 

If thus, for moments of repose. 

Whole hours of mis'ry I must know ; 

If^ when each sunny day shall close, 
I must each gleam of peace forego ! 

If for one little morn of mirth, 

This breast must feel long nights of pain. 

Oh! Life, thy joys are nothing worth ! 
Then let me sink to restT—AND never waks 

AGAIN ! 
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Ah ! what art thou, whose eye-b»lls roll 
Like Heralds of the wand'ring soul, 

While down thy cheek the scalding torrents flow f 
Why does that agonizing shriek 
The mind's unpitied anguish spesik ? 

O tell me, thing forlorn 1 and let 'me 'share thy 
woe, ■ ' I ' 

Why dost thou read thy m»t^ed, h^jr. 
And beat thy burning bosom bare ? 

Why is thy lip so parch*d, thy groan so deep ? 
Why dost thou fly from clieerful light j^ 
And seek in caverns mid^day night, 

And cherish thoughta untold^ and banish ^ei^tle 
sleep ? 

Why dost thou from thy scanty bed 
Tear the rude straw to crown thy head, 

And nod with ghastly smile, and wildly sing? 
While down thy pale distorted face 
The crystal drops each other ciiase. 

As though thy brain were drown'd in one eternal 
spring? 
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Why dost tbou cUmb. yoa craggy steep^ - . 

That frowns upon the clam'rous deep. 
And how], responsive to the waves below } 

Or on the margin of the rock 

Thy Sovereign Orb exulting mock, 
And waste the freezing night in pacing to and fro ? 

Why dost thou strip the fairest bow*rs, 
To dress thy scowling brow with flowers. 

And fling thy tatter'd garment to the wind i 
Why madly dart from cave to cave, 
Now laugh and sing, then weep and rave, 

And round thy naked limbs fantastic fragments 
bind? 

Why dost thou drink the midnight dw, ; • 

Slow trickliug from the baneful yew, 
StretchM on a pallet of sepulchral stone ; 

While, in her solitary tow'r. 

The Minstrel of the witching hour 
Sits half congealed with fear, to hear thy dismal 
moan? 

Thy form upon the cold earth cast. 

Now grown familiar with the blast, < 

Defies the biting frost and scorching sun : 

All Seasons are alike to thee ; 

Thy sense, imchain'd by Destiny, 
Resists, with dauntless pride, all miseries but one I 



300 THJK MAKIAC. 

Fix not tby steadfast gaze on me, 

Shrunk atom of mortality \ 
Nor freeze my blood with thy distracted groan ; 

Ah ! quickly turn those eyes away. 

They fill my soul with dire dismay, 
For dead and dark they seem, and almost pbiUM to 
stone ! 

Yet, if thy scattered senses stray 

Where Rea on scorns to lend a ray. 
Or if Despair supreme usurps her throne, 

Oh ! let me all thy sorrows know ; 

With thine my mingling tear shall flo\!t. 
And I will share thy pangs, and make thy griefs 
my own. 

Hath Love unlock'd thy feeling breast j 
And stol'n from thence the balm of rest ? 

Then faraway on purple pinions bofne. 
Left only keen regret behind, 
To tear with poison'd fangs thy mind, 

While barb'rous Mem'ry lives, and bids thee 
hopeJess mourn ? 

Does Fancy to thy straining arms 

Give the false Nymph in all her charms. 
And wi1?h her airy voice beguile thee so, 

That Sorrow seems to pass away. 

Till the blithe harbinger of day . 
Awakes thee from thy di^eam^ and yields tbeebac^ 
to woe ? 
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Say, have the bonds of Friendsbip fail'd. 

Or jealous pangs thy mind assaiPd; 
While black Ingratitude, widi rano'rous tootbi 

Pierc'd the fine fibres of thy heart, 

And fest'ring every sensatepart, 
Dim-d with contagious breat;h the crimson glow of 
youth ? 

Or has stern Fate, with ruthless hand, 
Dash'd on some wild untrodden strand 

Thy little bark, with all thy fortunes fraught ; 
While thou didst watch the stormy night 
Upon some bleak rock's fearful height. 

Till thy hot brain consumed with desolating 
thought ? 

Ah ! wretch'forlorn, perchance thy breast, . 

By the cold fangs of Avarice prei»!d, 
Grew hard and torpid by her touch profane ; 

Till Famine pincb*d thee to the bone, 

And mental torture made thee own 
That thing the most.accurs'd, who drags her end* 
less chain ! 

Or say, does flush'd Ambition's wing 

Around thy feverish temples fling 
Dire incense, smoking from th' ensanguined plain, 

That, drainM from bleeding warriors' hearts, 

Swift to thy shatter'd sense imparts 
The victor's ravage joy, that thrills through ev^ry 
veinr 
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Does not tbe iriurky gloom of night 
Give to thy tiew tome murd^roiit sprit^^ 
WboM poniard gleams along thy cell forlorn r 
And when the Sun escpanddhis my^ 
Dost thou not shun the jocund day, 

And nkutter curses decrp, and ba;(ie the ruddy Mom 1 

« 

And yet the Mom on rosy wing 
Could once to thee its rapt£ires bring, . 

And Mirth^s enlivening song delight thine ear ; 
While Hope thine eye-lids could unclose 
From the sweet slumbers of repose. 

To tell thee Love's gay throng of tender joys were 
near! 

Or bast thou stung with poignant smart 

The orphan's and the widow's heart, 
And plunged them in cold Poverty's abyss ; • 

While Conscience, like a vulture, stole 

To feed upon thy toitnt'd soul, 
And tedf eadtbatVro'bi^ sense fh)m tntiisltdry bliss f 

, Or hast thou seen some gentle maid, 

By thy deluding voice betray'd. 
Fade like a flowV, slow withering with remorse ? 

And didst thou then refuse to save 

Thy victim from an early grave. 
Till at thy feet she lay a pale and ghastly corse \ 
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Oh ! tell me, tell me all tby pain ; 

Poar to mine ear thy frenzied str^n, 
And I will share thy pangs, and soothe thy woes ! 

Poor Maniac! I will dry thy tears. 

And bathe thy wounds^ and calm thy fears, 
And with soft Pity's balm enchant thee to repose* 
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MARIE ANTOINETTE'S LAMENTATION* 



IN HEK PRISON OV THC TEMPLE. 



Writtea in March 1793. 



At HEN on my bosom Evening's ruby light 
Thro' my thrice-grated window warmly gloivs. 

Why does the cheerful ray offend my sight. 
And with its lustre mock my weary woes ? 

Alas ! because on my sad breast appears 

A dreadful record — written with my tears ! 

When awful Midnight, with her «bon wand. 
Charms Nature's poorest meanest chiJd to peace, 

Why cannot I one little hour command, 

When gentle sleep may bid my anguish cease ? 

Alas ! because, where'er I lay my head, 

A dreary couch I find, with many a thorn o'er- 
spread. 
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When the sun, rising in the eastern skies. 
Awakes the feather'd race to songs divine, 

Why does remembrance picture to these eyes 
The jocund morn of life, that once was mine ? 

Alas ! because, in sorrow doom'd to mourn, 

I ne^er shall see that blissful morn return ! 

When I behold my darling infants sleep. 

Fair spotless blossoms, deckM in op'ning charms. 

Why do I start aghast, and wildly weep. 
And madly snatch them to my eager arms ? 

Ah me ! because my sense, overwhelmed with dread, 

Views the sweet cherubs on their funeral bed ( 

• f • • 

Why, when they ope thieir eyes to gaze on me. 
And fondly press me in their dear embrace. 

Hang on my neck, or clasp my trembling knee, 
Why do maternal sorrows drench my face ? 

Alas ! because inhuman hands unite 

To tear from my foiid soul its last delight ! 

• 

Oh, fell Barbarity ! yet spare a while 
The sacred treasures of itiy throbbing breast ; 

Oh, spare their infant hearts, untouch'd by guile. 
And let a widowM mother's darlings rest ! 

Though you have struck yourfaulcbions at the root, 

Oh, give the teftid^ branches time to shoot ! 
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The lightning, by the angrj tempest cast^ 
Strikes at the lofty pine, and lajrs it low ; 

While the small flow'ret 'scapes the deadly blast/ 
A while its od'rous breath around to throw ! 

Then let distracted Gallia's lilies bloon\, 

Tho' but to deck with sweets a dungeon's gloom! 

my poor innocents ! all batVd in tears, 

Like with'ring flow'rets washM withchillingdew, 
Sleep on, nor heed a frantic mother's fears : 

The savage tigers will not injure you ! 
Your harmless bosoms not a crime can know. 
Scarce born to greatness — ere consign^ to woe ! 

When left forlorn, dejected, and alone. 
Imperfect sounds my pensive soul annoy ; 

1 hear in every distant mingling tone 

The merry bells — the boist'rous songs of joy ! 
Ah ! then I contemplate my loathsome cell. 
Where meagre grief and scowling horror dwell ! 

The rabble^B din, the tocsin's fateful sound j 
The cannon thund'ring thro' the vaulted sky, 

The curling smoke, .in columns rising round, 
Which from my iron lattice I descry^ 

Rouse my lethargic mind ! I shriek in vain, 

My tjrrant jailor only mocks my pain ! 
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Yet bear thy woeis, my soul, with proud disdain, 
Meet the keen lance of Death with stedfast eye ; 

Think on the glorious tide that fills each vein, 
And throbbing bids me tremble not, to die ! 

Yet^ shall I from my friendless children parish 

Oh, all the mother rushes to my heart ! 

Where'er I turn, a thousand ills appear, 
Arm'd at all points, in terrible array : 

Pale bood-winkM murder ever lurking near. 
And coward cruelty that shuns the day ! 

See, see, they pierce, with many a recreant sword, 

The mangled bosom of my bleeding Lord ! 

Oh, dreadful thought ! Oh, agony supreme! 

When will the sanguinary scene be o'er ? 
When will my soul, in sweet Oblivion's dream, 

Fade from this orb to some more peaceful shore ? 
When will the cherub Pity break the snare, 
And snatch one victim from the Jast despair ? 



A FRAOMEXT. 



Suppowd Id be written ncir tli« Tempi', >t Pirii, on the Nigbl 
before Ihe Eiecution of Lomi XVI 



Now Midnight spreads her sable vest 
With starry rays, light-tissu'd o'er ; 

Now from the desart's thbtled breast 
The chilling dews begin to soar ; 

The owl shrieks from the tott'ring tow'r, 

Dread watch-bird of the witching hour ! 

Spectres, from their charnel cells, 

Cleave the air with hideous yells '. 

Not a glow-worm ventures forth 

To gild his little speck of earth ! 

In wild despair Creation seems to wait, 

While Horror stalks abroad, to deal the shafts of 
Fate! 



To yonder damp and dreary cave. 
From black Oblivion's silent wave, 
Borne on Desolation's wings, 
Death bis pobon'd chalice brings 1 



Wide beneath tbe turbid :sky, 
Fierce Rebellion'^ banners 0y, 
Sweeping to her itqii den 
The agwiizing hearts of meo ! 
There, in many a ghastly throng, 
Blood-stain'd myriads glide along. 
While e9<^h Above his crest a faqlchion rears, 
Imb.u*d with tepid gore, or dreoch'd with sc£^|ding 
tears ! 

About yon tow*r, (who$e grated cell 

Entombs the fairest child of earth, 
August in misery, as in birth) 

The hosts of Pandimoniuai dwell I 
Night and day the fiends conspire 
To glut their desolating ire : 
Ire that feeds on human woe, 
That smiling deals the murdVous blow ; 
And as the hopeless victim dies. 
Fills with shouts the threatening skies ; 
Nor trembles, lest the vengeful light'ning^s glare 
Should blast their recreant arms, and scatter them 
to air ! 

Round the deep entrenchments stand 
Bold Ambition's giant band ; 
Beneath, insidious Malice creeps. 
And keen Revenge that never sleeps; 
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While dark Suspicion hovers near^ ^ 

Stung by the dastard scorpion, Fear ; 
Reason, shrinking from her gaze> 
Flies the scene in wild amaze ; 
While trembling Pity dies to see 
The barbarous sons of Anarchy 
Drench their unnatural hands in human blood. 
While patriot Virtue siiiks beneath the whelming 
flood I 

Hark ! the petrifying shriek 
Breaks from yonder turret bleak ; 
The lofty tower returns the sound, 
Echoing through its base profound ! 
The rising moon, with paly light, 
Faintly greets the aching sight 
With many a gliding centinel. 
Whose shadow would his steps repel ; 
Whose soul, convuls'd with conscious woe, 
Pants for the morning's purple glow. 
The purple glow that cheers his breast. 
And gives his startled mind a short-liv'd hour of 
rest. 

But when shall morn^s effulgent light 
The hapless sufferer's glance invite ?, 
When shall the breath of rosy day 
Around the infant victims play ? 
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When will the vivifying orb * 

The tears of widowed love absorb ? 
See/ see, the palpitating breast, 
By the weeping graces drest, 
Now dumb with grief, now raving wild. 
Bending o^er each withVing child, 
The only treasures spar'd by savage ire. 
The fading shadows of their murder'd sire! 

The seraph Hope, with transient light. 

Illumes the dreary shade of night ; 

Suspends a while the frenzy'd shriek. 

The slow-pacM tear of sufPrance meek : 

But soon the demon Wrath appears, 

Who braves the touch of mortal fears ; 

His flaming sword, with hideous glare, 

Proves the dire signal of Despair ! 

Retiring Hope beholds, subdu'd. 

The fatal mandate sign'd with blood. 

With kindred blood ! Oh^ horrible and base. 

To stigmatize with shame a long illustrious race i 

Oh, Fancy ! spread thy powerful wing, 
From Hell's polluted confines spring ; 
Quit, quit the cell where Madness lies. 
With wounded breast, and starting eyes ! 
The ruthless fiends have done their worst. 
They triumph in the deed accurs'd. 
4 
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See, her veil Oblivion throws 
O'er the last of human woes! 
Life's curtain falls with many a crimson stain, 
Closing from every eye the scene of pain, 
While from alar the war-song dins the ear. 
And drowns the dying groan, wtuch angek weep 
to hear* 
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Written on tlie Bccorcry of my Diagliter from InoentetlMi. 



liiGHTLY on the breath of mom 
See the shades of twilight borne ; 
See the sun, in splendour drest. 
Lifting high his flaming crest ! 
Earth receives him bathM in tears. 
Sprinkled from the starry spheres. 
When the chilly pale-fec'd moon 
Journey'd to her shad'wy noon ! 

V Hark ! a plaintive voice I hear, 
Whisp'ring to my pensive ear : 
** Oberon," it seems to say, 
** Gentle Fairy, haste away ; 
Haste on Health^'s ambrosial wing, 
Freshest dews of morning bring, 
Balmy breezes, such as spread 
Hebe's cheek with glowing red ; 
Such as in Helvetia's bow'rs 
Gently fan the Austral show'rs ! 
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*• Swift as thought, dear Spirit, fly, 
Wake to joy my darling's eye ! 
Now with perfumes bathe her breast, 
Now compose her pangs to rest ; 
Haste, exert thy magic pow'r, 
Danger lurks in ev'ry hour !" 

From the Tulip's ample dome, 
Anxious mourner, see, I come ! 
Now behold my filmy vest. 
Gay with gaudy CowsUps drest ! 
See the King-cup's hurnish'd lieli 
Half my dainty brows conceal ; 
See my acorn goblet fill'd 
With drops of Ether, tbrlce distill'd ; 
Wings I've stol'n, of rainbow die. 
From the vagrant Butter^y ; 
Myrtle leaves my sandals are, 
Ty'd with strings of golden hur ; 
Flossy streamers fan the wind, 
From the Silk-worm's web purloin'd, 
Which the toiling insect wovo 
For the killing eyes of Love ! , 
For the God, as mortals know. 
Blindly twangs his fatal bow ! 

ile I top the beaoOn's head ; 
1 skim o'er Ocean's bed, 
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Ere the Sun, with burning eye, 
O'er the welkin's brow shall fly ; 
Ur with fiery pinions sweep 
Proudly down the western steep; 
Or his burnish'd mantle fling 
O'er the dauntless eaglets wing ; 
Ere upon the world below 
Evening's crimson blushes glow, 
Fair Maria's fer'rish lip 
Shall Hygeia's balsam sip I 

Many a verdant leaf I bear, 
Gifted with perfections rare ! 
Stripped from roots of wond'rous powV, 
When at midnight^s silent hour 
On the Zephyr's wings I sail, 
Sweeping from the Primrose pale 
Dew, that o'er its sickly face 
Sheds a ray of sparkling grace. 

Nor in these alone I find 
Charms to heal the wounded mind : 
From the Poppy I have ta'en 
Mortal's balm, and mortal's bane ! 
Juice that, creeping through the heart, 
Deadens ev'ry sense of smart ; 
Doom'd to heal, ordoom'd to kill, 
Fraught with good, or fraught with ill. 
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This I Stole J vrhen witches fell, 
Busy o'er a murd'rous spell. 
On the dark and barren plain, 
Eclio'd back the n^bt-owrs strain ! 
While the winking stars withdrew, 
Snock'd tbeir horrid rites ^o view. 

See, to crown the precions beap« 
Drops, that modest Vi'iets weep, 
When the rosy-bosom'd Mjyr 
Rushes forth in colours gay, 
Scatt'ring from her perfamM wing 
All the rival flow'rs of Spring • 
Flow*rs that lift their haughty heads 
High above their native beds. 
Shading o'er the icy cheek 
Of the fainting Snow^drop meek ! 

These shall sprinkle soothing balm, 
Ev*ry throbbing pulse to calm ! 
Kound Maria's aching head 
Soon the healing drops Til shed : 
When they reach her languid eye^ 
Soon the rending pang shall fly ; 
From her pale and alter'd face. 
Health the sickly hue shall chase ! 
Health, that through the bosom flows. 
And bathes the cheek— a living Rose ! 
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Nor e'en then will 1 depart 
From the gentle maiden's heart : 
Fondly vigilant, I'll fly 
O'er the earth, or through the sky ; 
Still with restless pinions sweep 
O'er the terrors of the deep ; 
Or with wings of lightening soar 
High as Heaven's star^spangl'd floor I > 
When the silent Queen of night, 
Deck'd in silv ry armour bright, 
Seated in her shad'wy cbsnr. 
Sails, despotic, through the air ! 
Till the monarch of the sky 
Bids the pale usurper fly, 
While the wanton Sprites and Fays 
Vanish from his potent gaze ; 
Till, to cheer the sportive train. 
Witching Night returns ;igain. 

a 

Yes, where'er the damsel stray* 
Through dull life's perplexing maze, 
Watchful Qberok shall be 
Guardian of her destiny t 



" JuLtA, by tTTtj Mute beloT'd ind blub 
B; erctjr flaouig pace Iliac lift) thai breul t 
Bj pkHiiHi'i loul, th*t Siti rhc pirrciiig ejrc, 
B; Riplure'* cnng^r, bj Vitj'i ngh, 
I dnrge thee, Maopnot, e'en in iDger jui^ 
To piinl (he paii'aonf aipk of tlu diul." 



TO JULIUS.' 



The dusky veil of nigbt was thrown 

O'er the flush'd forehead of the west. 
When thy soft harp's melodious tone 

Rous'd the faint tenant of my breast ; 
A glow of joy my cheek o'erspread. 

The classic page I scarce could see. 
For Pride my raptur'd Fancy led 

To learn the lesson taught by thee. 



■ Jtmea Boiden, £>q. A. M. ■atbor of " foatunvUte Forett,'' 
T>ted;; « The Secret Tiibuad," &g. 
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And when weak Slander's subtle art 

Spits poison o'er the venal pa^e, 
With the proud lyre FU shield my heart. 

And I smiling, mock the feeble rage I 
So when the renom'd Spider s'tings. 

Whose wound no mortal can endure. 
Let the rapt minstrel sweep the strings. 

And heav'nly music yields a cure !* 



* Tbt idngof Um TanmtaU ii laid to be cved bj miuic. 
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STANZAS. 



Written between ]>0Tcr and CaUii^ in Jaljr t79f • 



Bounding billow, cease thy motiooi 
Bear me not $o swiftly o'er ! 

Cease thy roaring, foamy Ocean ! 
I will tempt thy rage no more. 

Ah ! within my bosom beating, 
Varying passions wildJy reign ! 

Love, with proud resentment meeting, 
Throbs by turns of joy and pain ! 

Joy, that far from foes I wander. 
Where their arts can reach no more ; 

Pain, that woman's heart grows fonderi 
When the dream of bliss is o'er. 
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Lore, by fickle fancy banish'd, 
Spum'd bj Hope, indignant flies ; 

Yet, when Love and Hope are vanish'd, 
Restless Mem'ry nerer dies I 

Far I go, where Fate sbsH lead me. 
Far across tbe troubled deep ! 

Wherib no stranger's ear shall heed me, 
Where no eye for me shall weep. 

Proud has been my fittal passion. 

Proud my injur'd heart shall be ! 
While each thought and inclination 
' Proves that heart was fbrm'd hr th&^i 

Not one sigh shall tell my story, 
Not one tear my cheek shall stain ; 

Silent grief shall be my glory. 
Grief that stoo|>3 not to complain. 

Let the bosom, prone to ranging, 
Still, by ranging seek a cure : 
e disdains the thoughtof changiug^ 
roudly destia'd to endure 1 



Yet, ere fer from all I treaslir'd, 

T*****«« !^ tre t bid adteu, 
Ere my (lays bf pain are measur'd, 

Take the song that's still thy due ! 

Yet believe, no servile passions 
Seek to charm thy wandMng mind ; 

Well I know thy inclinations, 
Wav'riflg as the passing Mrind ! 

I have lov'd thee, dearly lov'd thep^ 
Through an age of worldly woe ! 

How ungrateful J have prov'd thee, 
Let my mournful exile show. 

Ten long years pf ani^ou^ ^prrpw^ 
Hoar by hour, | ^Qun^d p'/er ; 

Looking forward *(tiU tOrOiorrpw, . 
Ev'ry day I lov'd thee more. 

PowV and splendour could not charm me, 
I no joy in wealth could see ; 

Nor could threats or fears alarm me--* 
Save the fear of losing thee. 



Wben the storms of fortune press'd tbee, 
I have sigh'd to hear thee sigh ; 

Or when sorrows dire distress'd thee, 
I have bid those sorrows fly I 

Often hast thou smiling told me, 

Wealth and pt^'r were trifling things ; 

While Love, smiling to behold me, 
Mock'd cold Tim^s destructive wings. 

Wben with tbee, what ills could harm me t 
Thou couldst every pang assuage i 

Now, alas I what Hope can charm me ? 
Every moment seems an age I 

Fare thee well, ungrateful rover I 
Welcome Gallia's hostile shore : 

Now me breezes waft me over ; 
Now we pert— ^to meet no more ! 
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TO 



HIM WHO SAID, '« WHAT IS LOVE?'» 



** Say, what is Love ?* I heard the sound 
Steal softly on the western gale ; 

While nutt'ring Zephyrs, whispering round. 
Bore to mine ear thy gentle tale. 

Dost thou not know ?— Ah ! minstrel sweety 
I'll tell thee — Love is but a dream, 

A glitt'ring phantom, form'd to chea^t. 
The rainbow of youth's sunny beam* 

On air-built throng the mischief 4weUs^ 

Bright to the iasqinateci view ; 
Serene amidst tempestuous spells, 

Disguis'd in tiots of heav'nly hue! 
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We gaze, we wonder at his cbarms. 

So passing fur the boy appears ; 
His sigtis the fiercest r^e disarms, 

While cold indifTrence milts in tears. 

So humble seems the weeping child. 

That Pity joys to see him blest ; 
While Passion hastes with transport wild, 

And clasps him to her burning breast. 

And if the cunning Urchin smiles, 
The light-wing'd Pleasures Sutt'ring nigh, 

'Midst glowing blisses, sportive wiles, 
Snatch rapture from bis laughing e^ 

For he can laugh, and^ghj and weep. 
Now frown severe, then smile ^ain ; 

And he cau bid dull Sorrow sleep, 
Or dash the oup of Jay wkb puD. 

And he can cheer the tbroMring breasl, 

While Hope's bright flame illumes his eye ; 

Can point the distant heav% -of rest, 
Then bid the flatt'r mg vision fly. 
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He can bid Poverty's sad child 

Repose upon his downy wing ; 
Can lull to peace Distraction wild^ 

And heal pale Misery ^s sharpest sting. 

Butwhen^ cappicions, false, and vain. 
The tjrrant shews his boasted powV, 

The sensate bosom throbs with pain, 
Adid cares the vital thrope de voar« 

Ah ! then he triumphs— then he turns 
From Hope's fond gaze, indignant, cold ; 

F^rom his proud heart the wretch he spurns^ 
And smiles his victim to behold. 

Ah, then he drinks the bitter tear. 
And mochs the soul^parting sigh ; 

While his dread minion, jealous Fear, 
Proclaims that daxk Despair is nigh ! 

Unmov'd, he sees the languid look, . 

The cheek slow-&ding to decay, 
The breast by every hope foraooky 

The mind to withering grief a. prey I 
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He Bees the wreath of Genius fsde, 

Blasted by pale Oblivion's breath. 
As slow she seeks the fatal shade, 

Where Madness points the cave of Death. 

If o'er some tow'ring rock he bends. 

And, shrunk with anguish, weeps and raves; 
If black Despair his bosom rends. 

While from the steep the storm he braves ) 

Or on the niai^in wild, forlorn, 

He meditates perpetual sleep ; 
Or, on the ruthless whirlwinds borne, 

Hangs trembling o'er the howling-deep: 

If to the Moon be tells his woes. 

When midnight guides her sable rein ; 

Or shrieks with fierce convulsive throes. 
Till frenzy grasps His burning brain : 

Or if, in rosy graces drest, 

ires thee to his fatal bow'r, 
Is thee. he will make thee blest , 
L proud delight's extatic pow'r : 
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Ah, heed him not^ thou Minstrel sweet I 
The tempter courts but to abuse ; 

From the fell traitor turn thy feet. 
And live-^a fa^^rite of the Muse ! 
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T« I.OVE, 



Tell not me of silv'ry sands. 
Rocks of coral, caves of gold ; 

IiOve my votive song demands, 
I/)ve can brighter themes unfold. 

Bove amidst Golconda's mines, 
Lave thy form 'midst pearly seas ; 

While Love's spell around me twines, 
I can scorn such joys as these. 

Go, where Citron groves entwine, 
Where gigantic Aloes bloom ; 

Love can form his myrtled shrine, 
*Midst the rugged desart's gloom. 
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Go, where Austral skies invite 
Perfum'd gales from roseate bov/rS| 

While, amidst the sultry night. 
Round thee balmy Ether show*r9. 

Go, where drops the tepid Vine, 

Where the honey*d Hybla glows ; 
Let their sweetest gifts combine, 

Love has sweeter gifts than those. 

Go, where clouds of orient gold 

Gently sail o'er amber floods ; 
Go, where musky flow'rs unfold. 

Shedding odours from their buds. 

Go, where Morn, with rosy crest, 

Shakes her golden tresses bright ; 
Go, where Evening's glowing vest 

Clothes the plain in purple light. 

Still will sick'ning Fancy die. 

Sated with their gaudy hues : 
So the traveller's aching eye 

Day's effulgent lustre views. 
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Come theiii LovEi delicious Boy ! 

Come, in all thy charms arrayed : 
Thine alone is real joy. 

All the rest a glitt'ring shade. 

I with thee wiU climb the steep 
Where the brawling torrents flow. 

Rushing with impetuous sweep 
To the quiv'ring lake below. 

I with thee will wander far^ 

Where the rippling river strays. 

While the twinkling evening star 
Shoots around its feeble rays ; 

Till the paSlid Queen of Night, 
Rising, lifts her silver wreath. 

Spreading soft and trembling light 
O'er the silent world beneath. 

Then, I'll lead thee to my home. 
Blest retreat of mental joys, 

Far from Folly's splendid dome. 
Far from Fashion's trivial toys* 
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Then, fll court thee to repose 
On my mossy pillow rude, 

Where false friends and envious foes 
Dare not break our solitude. 

Come then, Love, delicious Boy ! 

Come, in all thy charms array'd ; 
Thine alone is real joy. 

All the rest a glitt'ring shade. 
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Oft have I seen yon solitary man 

Pacing the upland meadow. On bis brow 

Sits melancboly, mark'd with decent pride^ 

As it would fly the busy taunting world. 

And feed upon reflection. Sometimes, near 

The foot of an old tree, he takes his seat, 

And with the page of legendary lore 

Cheats the dull hour, while Evening's sober eye 

Looks tearfid as it closes. In the dell 

By the swift brook he loiters, sad and mute, 

Save when a struggling sigh, half murmiir'd^ 

steals 
From his wrung bosom. To the rising Moon, 
His eye raisM wistfully, expression fraught. 
He pours the cherishM anguish of bis soul. 
Silent, yet eloquent : For not a sound 
That might alarm the night's lone centinel, 
The duU-ey'd Owl, escapes his trembling lip. 
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Unapt in suppliGation. He id young,* 
And yet the stamp of thought so tetnpei^ youth^ 
That all its fires are faded. What is He i 
And \^by, when morning sails upon the breeze^ 
Fanning the blive hilPs summit^ does he stay 
LoitVing and sullen , like a truant boy, 
Beside the M^oodland glen ; or stretch'd along 
On the green slope, watch his slow wasting form 
Reflected, trembling, on the river's breast P 

His garb is coarse and thteadbaf e, and his ch^k 
Is prematurely faded. The check'd tear, 
Dimming his dark eye*s lustre, seems to say^ 
** This world is now, to me, a barren waste, 
A desart, fall of weeds and wounding thorns, 
And I am weary : for my journey here 
H^ been, though dhort, but cheerless/* Is it so i 
Poor traveller ! Oh tell me, tell itie all— 
For I, like thee, am but a Fugitive, 
An alien from delight, in this dark scene ! 

And, now I mark thy features, I behold 
The cause of thy complaining. Thou art her^ 
A persecuted exile ! one, whose soul, 
tJnbow*d by guilt, demands no patronage 
From blunted feeling, or the frozen hand 
Of gilded Ostentation. Thou, poor Priest! 
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Art here, a stranger, from thy kindred torn*-^ . 

Thy kindred massacred ! thy quiet home. 

The rural palace of some village scant, 

Sheltered by vineyards, skirted by fair meads,. 

And by the music of a shallow riU 

Made ever cheerful » now thou hast exchang'd 

For stranger woods and vallies. 

What of that ? 

Here, or on torrid desarts ; o*er the world 

Of trackless waves, or on the frozen clifls 

Of black Siberia, thou art not alone ! 

For there, on each, on all, the Deity 

Is thy companion still! Then, exiled man! 

Be cheerful as the Lark that o'er yon hill 

In Nature's language, wild, yet musical. 

Hails the Creator ! nor thus sullenly 

Repine, that, through the day, the sunny beam 

Of lustVous fortune gilds the palace roof. 

While thy short path, in this wild labyrinth. 

Is lost in transient shadow. 

Who, that lives, 

Hath not his portion of calamity ? 

Who, that feels, can boast a tranquil bosom ? 

The fever, throbbing in the tyrant's veins 

In quick, strong language, tells the daring wrotcb 

That he is mortal, like the poorest slave 

Who wears his chain, yet healthfully suspires* 
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The sweetest Rose will wither, while the storm 
Passes the mountain thistle. The bold Bird, 
Whose strong eye braves the ever-burning orb. 
Falls like the summer Fly^ atid has at most 
But his allotted sojourn. Exiled Man, 
Be cheerful ! Thou art not a fugitive ! 
All are thy kindred — all thy brothers, here — 
The hoping — trembling creatures— of one GroD ! 
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THE BIRTH-DAY. 



Hers bounds the gaudy gilded cliair, 
BedeckM with fringe, and tassels gay ; 

The melancholy Mourner there 
Pursues her sad and painful M'ay. 

Here, guarded by a motley train, 
The pamper'd Countess glares along ; 

There, wf ung by poverty and pain. 
Pale Mis'ry mingles with the throng. 

Here, as the blazoned chariot rolls. 
And prancing horses scared the crowd, 

Great names, adorning little souls, 
Announce the empty, vain, and proud. 

Here four tall lacquies slow precede 
A painted dame, in rich array ; 

There the sad shiv'ring child of need 
Steals barefoot o'er the flinty way. 
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*' Room, room ! stand back!" they loudly cry, 
The wretched poor are driv'n around 

On ev'ry side, they scatter'd fly. 
And shrink before the threat'niag sound. 

Here, amidst jewels, feathers, flow'rs, 
The senseless Duchess sits demure ; 

Heedless of all the anguish'd hours 
The sons of modest worth endure. 

All silvcr'd, and embroidered o*er. 

She neither knows nor pities pain ; 
The Beggar freezing at her door 

She overlooks with nice disdain. 

The wretch whom poverty subdues 
• Scarce dares to raise his tearful eye ; 
Or i* by chance the throng he views. 
His loudest murmur is a sigh ! 

The poor wan mother, at whose breast 

The pining infant craves relief, 
In one thin tatter'd garment drest. 

Creeps forth to pour the plaint of grief. 
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But ah ! hoxr Httle heeded here 
The fault'ring tongiie reveals ks woe j 

For high-bom fools, with frown auste^e^ 
Contetamn the pangs they never know. 

*' Take physic, Pomp!'* let Reason say, 
^< What can avail thy trapping^is rare ? 

The tomb shall close thy glitt'ring day, 
The BEGGAR prove thy equid there !" 
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THE FISHEHMAfit. 



Along the smooth and glassy stream 
^ The little boat glides dow ; 
And while beneath the rosy beam 

Of setting sua the .waters glow. 
The FisHEK M A ir is ringing gay, 
^* Sweet is tbe hour of setting day/' 

The net, expanded wide, displays 

The snare of direful &te ; 
And where the finny victim plays 

The shafts of Death unseen await ! 
And still the fisherman is gay, 
Singing at ck»se of summer's day. 

The zephyrs on -each willow bed 

In busy whispers fly, 
And o'er the lowly, peaceful shed 

The mournfid screqch-owis hov'ring cry ; 
Yet still the fisherman can say, 
" How cheerful 4s the close of day f* 
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The rising moon, with quiv'ring light. 

Along the river throws 
A soft beam from the brow of oigbt, 

And still a mimic day bestows ; 
While on the smooth and liquid way 
The silent fisherman is gay. 

The rosy dawn above the bills 
Scatters the sev'rmg cloads. 

And myriads flitting o'er the rills. 
The violet -seen ted margin shrouds : 

And firom his hut, to greet the day, 

The FISHERMAN comes bly the and gay. 

Happy is he who never knew 

The idle pride of state! 
Who, stranger to the sordid crew, 

Lives unmolested by the great ; 
Who labours thro' his little day, 

And, pleas'd with labour, still is gay. 

Poor Fisherman ! would man like thee 

Contented pass his hour ; 
/ould those of loftier destiny 

Forbear to use the rod of pow'r — 
ow man thro' life's busy day 
^ould sing like thee — belov'd and gay ! 



343 



STANZAS. 



Since Fortune's limiles too often give 
Respect to fools, to knaves renown. 

Let Reason bid me calmly Iive> 
And Fortune mark me with a frowB, i 

For who would buy the wretched state 
Which conscious vice or dullness knows ? 

Or who be vainly, meanly gr^at, 
With pow'r that from oppression grows I 

While Nature, with a partial hand. 
Her darling children beckoni^ forth ; 

While fools and knaves usurp command, 
And Fortune flies from modest worth ! 

Then give, oh ! Fortune ! all thy store 

To insects of a sunny day ; 
While I the paths of truth explore, 

And smile the darkest hour away.. 
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THE WORST Q? ILLS. 



What wowdfl imm 4©ap Aw vcowsiifOR 

Piercing tk» h^^ft wbd^'d i 
What renders life ^ df^^ry scene ? 

Thysting, JmBJ^nivw^l 

For ev^ry psiin iim inim ^an IcQfiir 
Has stUl an atitidole lor w«^ 
Save where iNGRATtTVDS i» iDund 
Giving its deep tuMl^e^dlgr ¥ii«i»id* 

Does Love negt^^f^s jgiv^S iMi 

On ev'ry joy ^tr^ii^e 4 
Does Plea^ur^ fly tbfk bosppi ^]^4^ 

Stung by iNORju^itrv^DK^ 

Oh, yes ! forwhat is lile to libose 
Who find no hour of soft repose. 
Who trace in ev'ry path '*ha^ ii«qU 
Which bids the fieeling bosom ble^ ? 



Thou fiend I|4QaATiTt;os ! 4Q die^ 

All lesser evils bendi 
Thou potent shaft of 4esUi!ky, 

Where will thy poisQfi^ ^nd i 

The wretch who smarts beneath thj fiwig^ 
Day after day endures the p^ng, 
And finds there is po balo) to cure 
Thy wound, for ever deep and sure ! 

Where'er in life's precarious scene 

My weary feet have stray 'd, 
Thou hast my taunting follower been 

In sunshine and in shade. 

In poverty I found thee ever 
The bonds of social feelings sever ; 
And when I sunk by grief subdu'd, 
I felt thy wound. Ingratitude ! 

I found thee in the smile of Love, 

In Friendship's sacred vest, 
In rustic meekness saw thee move, 

Pois'ning the untaught breast. 

When Fortune, often dull and blind, 
HeapM splendour on the vulgar mind, 
Scattering on pride and vice her favour, 
Ingratitude, I found thee ever ! 
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Thou Imp destructive ! bane of rest. 
Turn from my aching heart ; 

Nor still in artful kindness drest. 
Thy fatal stings impart* 

This bosom, long assaiPd by thee. 
No more thy victim slave shall be ; 
No more shall be by thee subdu'd. 
Thou worst of i2&— Inghatitude I 
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THE GAMESTER 



Say, what is he, whose haggard eye 

Scarce dares to meet the morning ray ? 
Who, tremblings would, but cannot fly 

From man, and from the busy day ? 
Mark how his lip is fever'd o*er. 

Behold his cheek, how deathly it appears ! 
See ! how his bloodshot eye-balls pour 

A burning torrent of unpitied tears ! 

Now watch the varying gesture wild, 

See how his tortur'd bosom heaves ! 
Behold Misfortune's wayward child. 

For whom no kindred bosom grieves ! 
DespisM, suspected, ruin'd, lost. 

His fortune, health, and reputation flown — • 
On Mis'ry's stormy ocean tost, 

CondemnM to curse his fate — and curse alone ! 
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Once irere his prospects bright and gay, 

And IndepoideDce blest his hours; 
This was the smooth and sunny way 

Where tip-toe Pleasure sp^ter'd flow'rs : 
Love bound his brow with thomless sweets, 

And Friendship, smiling, filt'd his cup of joy : 
Now, not a friend the wanderer meets, 

For, like a wolf— he wanders to destroy ! 

All day upon a couch of thom 

His weary fev'rish limbs iwctiae; 
AU night, distracted and ffwlot^, 

He hovers round the fateful shrine: 
Ei^er to seiee, with grasping hands, 

The slender pittance ef each easy fisol. 
He links himself with caitiff bands, 

And learns the lesson of the gamesters' school! 

One hour elate with ilUgot gold, 

And dazzled by the shining ore. 
In plenitude of joys behold 

The Prodigal display his store ! 
The next in poverty and fear, 

I him, trembling at approaching fate, 

;dy creditors appear, 

li remorseless rage lurk round his gate. 
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Then comes the horror *breedinsr hour ! 



i 



While recreant Suicide attends ; 
Or Madness^ with impetuous pow^r. 

The scene of desolation ends ! 
Upon his grave no Parent mourns, 

No widow'd Love laments with graceful woe ; 
No dawn of joy for him returns. 

For Heaven denies that peXce his frenzy lost 
below! 
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MY NATIVE HOME. 



O £R breezy hill and woodland glade, 
At morning's dawn or closing day, 

In summer's flaunting pomp arrayed. 
Or pensive moonlight's silver grey, 

I'he wretch in sadness still shall roam 

Who wanders from his native home. 

While at the foot of some old tree, 
As meditation soothes his mind, 

Luird by the hum of wand'ring bee. 
Or rippling stream, or whispering wind. 

His vagrant fancy still shall roam. 

And lead him to his native home. 

Though Love a fragrant couch may weave, 
And Fortune heap a festive board. 

Still Mem'ry oft would turn to grieve, 
And Reason scorn the splendid board ; 

While he, beneath the proudest dome. 

Would languish for his native home. 
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To him the rushy roof is dear, 

And sweetly calm the darkest glen ; 

While noise, and pomp, and pow'r, appear, 
At best, the glitt'ring plagues of men ; 

Unsought by those who never roam, 

Forgetful of their native home. 

Let me to summer shades retire. 

With meditation and the Muse ; 
Or round the social winter fire 

The glow of temperM mirth diffuse : 
Though winds may howl and waters roam^ 

I still shall bless my native home. 
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tut SUMMtft t»AY. 



Ah ! who beneath the btirnihg raj 
Can bear the long, long sumoiei's day i 
Who, 'mid the dndt and scorcfaing 9titk^ 
Content, hw daily race will run ? 
And yet, when winter's icy breath 
Flies o'er the white and frozen heath, 
The wand'rer shudders to behold 
The dreary scene, and shrinks with cold. 

When drifted snow across the plain 
Spreads desolation's chill domain, 
The Traveller, sighing, seems to say, 
^^ Ah ! woii'd it were a summi^r's day!" 
Yet when the sun flames far and wide, 
Jle hastens to the wood*s dark side. 
And, sheltered by embowVing trees. 
Sighs for the fresh and cooling breeze ! 
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When dusty roads impede his way, 
And all around the fervid ray 
Scorches the dry and yellow heath, 
Unvisited by Zephyr's breath : 
Or, when the torrent wildly pours. 
When the fierce blast impetuous roars, 
Man, still on changes fondly ben^ 
Still murmurs, sad and discontent ! 
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THE WINTRY DAY. 



t • 



Is it in mansions rich and gay. 
On downy beds, or couches warm, 

That Nature owns the wintry day. 

And shrinks to hear the howling storm i 
Ah! No! 

Tis on the bleak and barren heath, 
Where Mis'ry feels the ice of death, 

As to the dark and freezing grave 
Her children, not a friend to save, 
Unheeded go ! 

Is it in chambers silken drest. 
At tables which profusions heap. 

Is it on pillows soft to rest. 

In dreams of long and balmy sleep ? 
Ah! No! 
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Tis in the rushy hut obscure, 

Where Poverty's low sons endure. 

And, scarcely daring to repine, 
On a straiv pallet, mute, recline, 
O'erwhelm'd with woe ! 

Is it to flaunt in warm attire, 

To laugh, to feast, and dance, and sing ; 
To crowd around the blazing fire, 

And make the roof with revels ring P 
Ah! No! 

'Tis on the prison's flinty floor, 

'Tis where the deaf'ning whirlwinds roar; 
'Tis when the Sea-boy, on the mast, 

Hears the wave bounding to the blast^ 
And looks below ! 

'Tis in a cheerless naked room. 
Where Misery's victims wait their doom, 

Where a fond mother famished dies. 
While forth a frantic father flies, 
Man's desp'rate foe I 

Is it where gamebters thronging round. 
Their shining heaps of wealth display ? 

Where fashion's giddy tribes are found. 
Sporting their senseless hours away ? 

Ah! No! 

2 
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'Tis in the silent spot obscure. 
Where, forc'd all sorrows to endure. 

Pale Genius learo^^-ob! lesson sad! 
To court tha vain, and on the bad 
False praise bestAw ! 

Where the neglected Hcfo sighs, 
Whdr« Uopbt exhftutted, sileut dies, 

Y^hereVirtueidtlirves, by Pride oppKitt'd, 
'Till ev'ry stream that warms tbe br«a« 
Forbears to flow .' 



?«T 



j^l^zs 



WBITTBM ON A SICK BEO> 1797* 






Another night of fev'risb pain 

Has slowly passM away ! 
I see the morning light again ; 

What does it bring ? anotiier day 
Of Hope — delusive— vain ! 

Another night of busy thought 

Has stol'n uncheerly on ! 
And what has rosy morning^ broiight i 

Is anguish with the ^one ho^r go^e, 
The hour with darkn^^s fraught ) 

I see again the chearf ul light. 
But still my souFs forlorn ! 

The sun-beam glitters, all is bright. 
Soft dews the fragrant fields adorn. 

But still to me ^tis night! 
3 
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A sullen gloom overwhelms my mind. 
While slow the hours creep on ; 

For whcresoe'er I gaze I find 

Dark weeds to feast my soul upon, 

With Memory's thorns entwin'cl* 

I see Deceit in sainted guise 
Of holy Friendship, smile ; 

I mark Oppression's eager eyes, 
And tremble as the breath of Guile 

Ai^uines Affection's! sigh^^ 

Then, bed of sickness i thou to me 
No keener pangs canst bring ; 

I hare familiar grown lyith thee ; 
And while the scorpion sorrows stin^ 

My soul no joy can see. 

Yet, bed of ^ickness ! while my breast 

In feverish throbs shall rise 
My cheek shall smile — and endlqss rest 

Anticipating Hope supplies 
Hereafter — ^with thij blest ! 
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ON LEAVING THE COUNTRY 

rbX TBI WXNTSB IEA8aN» 1799. 



X E leafless woods, ye hedge-rows bare, 

Farewel ! awhile farewel ! 
Now busy scenes, my thoughts must sliare 

Scenes of low guile, 
Where shrewd Hypocrisy shall smile. 

And empty Folly dwell ! 

Ye rising floods, ye mountains bleak, 

Farewel ! awhile fareM'el ! 
The din of mingling tones I seek ; 

The midnight gloom 
I change, for the light taper'd room 

Where sounds unmeaning swell. 

Ye meadows wide, that skirt the stream, 

Farewel, awhile farewel ! 
Ye green banks, where the summer beam, 

So rich and gay. 
Among the fragrant buds wquld play 

Adown th|B silent dell. 
4 
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Now dark and dreary hours I see, 

1 hear the deaPning noise ; 
The troui>lou$.soexie retaros to xxie. 

Who sickening sigh 
For the so£t breeze, aad Minner sky^ 

With all their glowing joys ! 

Yet, yet, where'er my course I bend. 

May evVy bpur be btest 
With the sweet converse of A fhibnp '• 

The spiile that $hpW9 
A calm contempt for huQian wpes : 
Then, Spjcndpur t^ptbp rest ! 
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WmTTfi» AT P»ieHTON. 



>Hi<ifc. S m 



The evening sun now sinks serene^ 

Flush'd Ocean^s glowing waves between ; 

The purpling sky is fading list. 

With tints of varying hue o'ercast ; 

The sultry breezes fan the deep, 

And bid the restless billows sleep ; 

The glooms of night will soon o'erspread 

The blue hills soUtai'y Mad ; 

And ^U of Nature's tribe shall rest. 

All but the Lover's aching breast! 

Now o'er yon dark and rocky bed 
The sea weed waves its sable head 1 
The moon her silver crescent rears, 
To deck with modest light the spheres ; 
The moaning of the distant deep 
Marks where the twilight breezes sleep \ 
And hark I the sea-bird's lonely cry 
Awakes ^he Lqver*? heart to sigh ! 
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StAKZAS TO REST.* 



YT HEN hidden fears the bosom tears. 
And love no longer cheats the breast, 

Hope comes to break the spells of care. 
And give the tortur'd bosom r«/. 

The world looks gay, the shadows past, 
All Nature smiles, by Fancy drest : 

But soon the day of bliss overcast 
Will prove — ^how short a lover's rest ! 

The gentle breeze that fans the main. 
Scarce seems to move the Halcyon^s nest, 

Soon yields to winter's potent reign, 
And storms succeed the transient rest. 

Then l^t the wretch, whom Pleasure flies, 
Ne'er think that Rapture's sons are blest. 

For Apathy alone supplies 

The sweet, the envied balm of rest ! 
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A WISH. 



Heav'n knows I never would repine, 
Though Fortune's fiercest frowns were mine, 
If Fate would grant, that o'er my tomb 
One little laurel branch might bloom, 
And MemVy sometimes wander near 
To bid it live — and drop a tear ! 

I never would, for all the show 
That tinsel splendour can bestow, 
Or waste a thought, or heave a sigh. 
For well I know 'tis pageantry ! 
Soon fading to the grave, 'tis o'er — 
A pleasing phantom, seen no more ! 

I ask not worldly powV, to rule 

The drooping child of mis'ry's school : 

To tyrannize o'er him whom Fate 

Has destin'd to a lowly state, 

To me w^ould prove a source of woe 

More keen than suqh a wretch could know. 



364 A Wisif. 

Oh ! did the little great endure 

The pangs they seldom stoop to cure ! 

Could pamper'd luxury then find 

The charm to sooth the wounded muid ! 

The loftiest, proudest, would confess 

The sweetest pow'r — the power to bless. 

Give me the sensate mind, that knows 
The vast extent of human woes ; 
And then, for independence, grant 
The means to chear the child of want : 
Though small the pittance, mine should be 
The boundless joys of Sympathy ! 

But though ungentle Fortune flies. 
And envious Fate her smile denies. 
My heart M'ill never cease to feel 
The wounds it vainly hopes to beal : 
Then Fate, to prove thy rage is o'er, 
Ab ! let me die— and feel no more ! 
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FAREWEL TO GLENOWF.N. 



FareweI, deat GLEWbVTES ! adieu to thy moan^ 
tains. 
Where oft I havfe wand^r'd td Wel^dHie the Aixy ; 
Farewel to thy forests, thy crystalline fountains. 
Which stray through the valley, and mt>an a$ 
diey stray. 

O'er wide foamy waters I'm destifi'd to travel, 
A pdor simple exile ^ fdtlorn and tfitknown $ 

Yet while the dark Fates shall my fortune unravel. 
My ibdUght^i, fifty li^etiofid) shall still bt thy 
own. 

Tby Gtkies^ proud Gallia^ thy widd^prtoding^ 
treasures, 
Tby Vsdli^s, where Nature liiicuriantlj^ rores. 
May bid the heart, dancing to Fancy's wild mea- 
sures. 
Forget, for a moment, its own native groves. 
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But where is the bosom that sighs not in sorrow, 
Estrang'd from dear objects to wander alone; 

Still counting the moments from morrow to mor- 
row, 
A poor weary traveller, lost and unknown. 

Sweet vistas of myrtle, and paths of gay roses. 
And hills deck'd with vineyards, and woodlands 
with shade. 
Fresh banks of young vi'lets, where Fancy re- 
poses. 
And courts gentle slumbers her visions to aid ; 

The dark silent grotto, the soft-flowing fountains, 
Where Nature's own music slow murmurs along; 

The sun-beams that dance on the pine-cover*d 
mountains. 
May waken to rapture their own native throng. 

But thou, dear Glenowen ! can*st bring sweeter 
pleasure. 
All barren and bleak as thy summits appear ; 
And tho' thou can'st boast of no rich gaudy trea« 
sure. 
Still Memoi*y traces thy charms with astear ! 
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The keen blast may howl o^er thy rallies and 
mountains, 
And strip the rich verdure that mantles each 
tree ; 
And winter may bind in cold fetters thy foun- 
tains, 
And still thou art dear, O Glenowen! to me. 
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Life glowing season! odour-breathing Spring! 
£)eck*d in cerulean splendours, vivid, warm, 
Shedding soft lustre on the rosy hours, 
And calling forth their beauties! Balmy Spring ! 
To thee the vegetating world begins 
To pay fresh homt^e. Ev'ry southern gale 
Whispers thy coming; every tepid show'r 
Revivifies thy charms. The mountain breeze 
Wafts th' ethereal essence to the vale, 
While the lotv vale returns its fragrant hoard 
With ten-fold sn-eetness. When the dawn unfolds 
Its parple splendours 'mid the dappled clouds, 
Thy influence chears the soul. When noon uplifts 
Its burning canopy, spreading the plain 
Of Heav'n'sown radiance with one vast of light, 
riumphanti Ev'ry little fiow'r 
It in thee, delicious Spring, 
rse of Nature! fiy the stream 
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That winds its swift course down the mountain's 

stde^ 
Thy progeny are seen, — young Primroses, 
And all the varying buds of wildest birth. 
Dotting the green slope gaily. On the thorn 
Which arms the hedge-row, the young birds invite 
With merry minstrelsy, shrilly and maz*d 
With winding cadences ; now quick, now sunk 
In the low twitter'd song. The evening sky 
Reddens the distant main, catching the sail 
Which slowly lessens, and with crimson hue 
Varying the sea-green wave ; while the young 

Moon, 
Scarce visible amid the warmer tints 
Of western splendours, slowly lifts her brow. 
Modest and icy-lustred ! O'er the plain 
The light dews rise, sprinkling the thistle's head, 
And hanging in clear drops on the wild waste 
Of broomy fragrance. Season of delight ! 
Thou soul-expanding pow'r, whose wond'rous glow 
Can bid all Nature smile ! — Ah ! why to me 
Come unregarded, undelighting still 
This ever-mourning bosom ? So I've seen 
The sweetest flow'rets bind the icy urn. 
The brightest sun-beams glitter on the grave. 
And the soft zephyr kiss the troublous main 
With whisper'd murmurs. Yes, to me, O Spring ! 
Thou com'st unwelcom'd by a smile of joy ; 
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To me / «low with'ring to that ahtA grave, 
Where all is blank and dreary. Yet once more 
The Spring eternal of die smU shall dawn, 
Unvisited by clouds, by storms, by change, 
Radiant and unexhausted I Then, ye buds, 
Ye plumy minstrels, and ye balmy gales. 
Adorn your little hour, and give your joys 
To blcssthe fond world-loving trareller, 
Who smiliBg measures the long fiow'ry path 
That leads to Death / For to such wand'rers 
Life is a busy, pleasing, chearful dream, 
And the last hour unvettiome. Not to me, 
O! Dot to me, stern Death, art thou a foe: 
Thou art the welcome messenger that brings 
A paaapoit to »Mest and long repose J 
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THE £XIL& 



Lost on a rock of dreadful height. 
And shrouded by the glootn (tf night, 

A weary exile stood ! 
No wint'ry star its feeble ray 
Shot forth to point the craggy way. 
Or guide his devious steps to shun the foamy flood. 

Above, the warring tempest howJ'd, 
And near the rav'nous She-wolf prowl'd, 

A cataract plang*d below ! 
He shrunk !-^the bleak blast yell'd around 
He totterM o'er the gulph profound, 
While ev'ry startled sense was agoniz'd by woe, 

* 

For robb*d of joy, of peace bereft. 
Adversity no balsam left 

To heal the stings of scorn ; 
No sigh of love his pain beguil'd. 
On him no friend, no kindred, smil'd. 
To draw from Memory's wound affliction's rank 
ling thorn! 
2 
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Disdain'd by Fortune, stung by Art, 
And tortur'd with a feeling heart. 

Which Hope had left to break ! 
His sigh was lost amid the blast. 
And Fancy, madd'ning on the past. 
Bade tears, corroding tears, steal down his wi« 
ther^d cheek. 

Then why should he, with haggard eye. 
Start from the She-wolf prowling nigh. 

Or dread the gulph below ? 
Why totter o'er the dreadful steep. 
And bear the pelting storm, and weep. 
When one short step would end the tyranny of 
woe ? 

Poor exile ! why such fears endure. 
When Nature's hand presents a cure. 

Which only death can give ? 
Methinks the wretched wand'rer cries — 
'* Ghiilt seeks the grave — the cowarddies. 
While virttie nobjy dares to suffer and to live /** 
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STANZAS. 



When the bleak blast of Winter howls o'er the 
blue hill^ 
And the valley is stripped of its verdant array. 
When the Moon faintly gleams o'er the frost* 
silvered spray, 
And the yellow leaves flit o*er the ice mantled rill : 

The poor simple of&pring of labour and care^ 
By his turf-lighted hearth sits resigned to his lot, 
While the flame of aflection illumines his cot, 

And the often-told tale cheers the gloom of despair. 

Foi* him the blest beam of the soul-speaking eye. 
The smile of pure Love, have their raptures in 

store; 
And though the wild storm round his threshold 
shall roar. 
He sinks to soft slumber, and dreams but of joy. 
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No hopeless fond passion corrodes in bb breast. 
His rude rushy pillow invites to repose ; 
No couch of light down and rich fragrance he 
knows. 

But be knows what is sweeter — ^a pallet of rest ! 

For what are the pleasures the world can bestow— 

The gay mirthful scene, or the banquet profuse ? 

What the laurel of Fame, or the song of the 

Muse, 

When the heart bleeds in silence, the victim of 

woe ? 

0*er each prospect of bliss that fond fancy illumes, ' 
The fix*d brow of Prudence frownssadly severe, 
While my cheek, warm with blushes, is chillM 
by Love's tear, 
And the sigh of Regret fans the flame that con- 
sumes: 

For, perish the heart that can meatfly desire 
The cold balm of Pity to sooth its despair ! 
My passion shall sooni tbe dear object to share. 

And, exulting in silence, shall proudly expire \ 
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Yes, in silencei proud silence, FU muse o'er his 
worth, 
Though reflection shall steal the faint Rose from 

my cheek, 
Though my eye's faded lustre its poison shall 

speaky 
And my heart-bursting sighs bend my frame to the 

earth! 

Then rest, my sad.bosom — henceforth be at peace ! 

Thy hopes and thy anguish will shortly be o'er : 

Stern Prudence shall frown on thy passion no 

more, 

For in Death^s cold embrace all thy sorrows, will 

cease ! 
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** To-morrow, and tQ>iDorro«r, and to-morrow^ 
Creeps in this petty pace from day to dajj 
To the last syllable of recorded time.'* 

SHAnPERE's MaCBITH« 



REFLECTIONS. 



Ah ! who has powV to say, 
To-morrow's Sun shall warmer glow. 
And o'er this gloomy vale of woe 

Diffuse a brighter ray ? 

Ah ! who is ever sure, 
Though all that can the soul delight 
This hour enchants the wond'ring sight, 

These raptures will endure ? 

Is there in Life's dull toil. 
One certain moment of repose,' 
One ray to dissipate our woes, 

And bid Reflection smile ? 
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What is the roifid of muk i 
A chaos wher« tb« fiaiSMlM Uefid^ 
Unconscious where 4be xBass wiU«iMl| 

Or when it first began I 

In childhood^s thou^rhdess ^Ofitfs 
We frolic through the spotdv^^Ay^ 
Each path eochaatMig, suu&f j ^a^. 

All -decked with gaudy ^w'ss! 

In Life's aiaturer prime 
We wander stiU ia search of Peace ; 
And^ as our weaiy toik^encreiuie^ 

Fade in the glooms oi Ti»e» 

From scene to scene wis stra^^ 
Still courting Pleasure's fickle «imle^ 
While she, delightitig to beguij^i 

Still farther glides away. 

We seek Hope's gentle aid» 
We think the lovely PhaatoBd po«irv 
Her balmy incense on those fiow'rs^ 

Which blossom but to fade ! 
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We conrt Love's thrilling dart, 
And when we think our joys supreme> 
We 6nd its raptures but a dream — 

Iti boon, a wounded heart ! 

We paat for glitt'ring Fame, 
And when pale Envy blots the page 
That might have charm'd a future i^. 

We find 'tis but a name. 

We toil for paltry ore, 
And when we gun the golden prize, 
And Death appears ! — with aching eyes 

We view the useless store. 

We bask in Friendship's beam, 
But when malignant cares assail, 
id Fortune's fickle favours fiiil, 
We find 'tis but a dream I 

We pine for idle joy ; 
emp'rance leads to sure decay ; 
le brightest prospects fade away, 
rhe sweetest — soonest cloy ! 



REFLEXIONS. 37^ 

Ho^ fratl is Beauty's bloom ! 
The dimpled cheek— the sparkling eye, 
Scarce seen, before their wonders fly 

To decorate a tomb ! 

Then, since this fleeting breath 
Is but the zephyr of a day, 
Let conscience make each minute gay. 

And brave the shafts of D^th ! 

And let the gen'rous mi|id 
With Pity view the erring throng. 
Applaud the right, forgive the wrong, 

And feel for all mankind. 

For who, alasy shall say, 
*^ To-morrow's sun shall warmer glow, 
And o'er this gloomy vale of woe 

Diffuse a brighter ray." 



END OF THE SECOND VOLUME. 



J. Adlabd^ Printer^ Duke-street. 
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